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PREFACE 
The setting and characters of "Warren Ames of Upton" h.ave been in m;y 
mind for many years as having all the elements needed for a long narra-
tive. However, in undertaking the writing of the novel, I was encouraged 
by the precedent of Sarah Orne Jewett (1849-1909), who did not strive for 
a literary career but rather to ltrightly" set down life as she saw it in 
her region of New England. My purpose was also strengthened by an ob-
servation she once made in a letter: "The thing that teases the mind over 
and over for years, and at last gets itself put down rightly on paper--
whether lit,tle or great, it belongs to Literature," (that is to say, 
imaginative literature.)1 
I wanted to make an attempt to preserve in an art form life as it 
was lived in one of the most artistically beautiful sections of our coun-
try at a time between wars when men followed the pursuits off peace un-
afraid. The land and everyday life of the people blended into a near-
perfection that I felt offered refreshment and wisdom to us of later 
days. 
In rural New England around 1910, the progress of the scientific 
revolution had not proceeded as far as it now has in the divorcement of 
thought from feeling, and there was to be found a wholeness of life with 
peculiar beauty. The place and time had a personality and an effect of 
glorious simplicity and reserve that has haunted m;y imagination. The 
quality was similar to that for which the Greek writers strove: "organic, 
living simplicity and directness," to use the words of Gilbert MUrray.2 
ICather, Willa, Preface to The Coun~ of the Pointed Firs, Doubleday and 
Company, Inc.,; Garden City, T. Y., 1 , p :-51. 
2Ibid., p. 11. 
It is one which I sought to portray especially in the person of the main 
character, Warren Ames, who won mf respect as a man who would be none other 
than himself. 
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The huge round stoves at the rear of the church were red 
hot from blazing wood fires, but their combined heat was not 
sufficient to make the room comfortable for those who sat at 
the front. There was no choir that Sunday morning, and the 
organist and the minister's boy who worked the pump sat tense 
and shivering either side of the organ after the offertory. 
Some of the people in the congregation had brought soapstones 
for footwarmers during the sleigh ride to church, and then 
quietly put them to use during the service. In the pulpit, 
Mr. Peters was speaking in very gentle tones, for it had 
touched him that a few faithful members were minded to come 
regardless of the snowstorm. His voice reached out to gather 
them all within a warmth of love in the long pastoral prayer. 
Warren Ames, who had been deacon for many years, stirred 
in his pew beside his daughter, Pauline, and her children, 
Deborah and Robert. He felt that as an upright, responsible 
churchman he should sit near the front as an example to those 
who always clung timidly to the rear (though he envied them 
this morning for being nearer the stoves). His shoulders, yet 
unstooped from hard farming, rose above the others present, 
and his brownish-grey head faced steadily ahead. Someone else 
could take attendance as each one entered the church (it could 
usually be done at a glance); he was there to worship Jehovah, 
not to watch his neighbors, although they watched him from a 
respectful distance. 
Mr. Ames was a man of strong principles. One firm be-
lief he held along with St. James was that the tongue was a 
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mischievous member, little, but boasting mightily. "Behold, 
how small a fire--how great a forest it kindles! And the 
tongue is a fire.... • •• but the tongue no man can tame." 
In his attempt to curb the untamable, Mr. Ames spoke little, 
but of his few words "obey" was used commonly, and "Now, 
hark!" was his frequent command to his grandchildren. It 
was a weekly miracle to him that Mr. Peters could preach 
for thirty-five or forty minutes every Sunday with beneficent 
eloquence, and that sign of grace alone was enough to make 
him proud to work hard with the minister. Some of the duties 
of charity that went with the work he took as part of the 
choring that belonged to the sorry inheritance left from the 
original parents and their disobedience, like having to re-
move a crop of stones from his fields every spring. Disci-
plined mind, body, and emotions had been required and devel-
oped by Mr. Ames, yet, when Mr. Peters prayed, all the gran-
ite spiritual resources which served in wrestling with the 
farm, the weather, taxes, and public welfare were of no avail. 
Every Sunday he would struggle for a while before he shook a 
big white handkerchief loose, and blew his nose loudly. No 
silent weeping like a woman for him. With his restraint gone, 
he would at least have an open, honest cry which made the 
congregation melt to think of what had moved him from his 
usual forbidding austerity. It wasn't that the minister said 
anything new, rather his voice found its way right into the 
center of each one 1 s heart, and soon they were all enveloped 
together. Even the most independent could not remain separate 
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while Mr. Peters told God all about their troubles, hopes, 
fears, anxieties, griefs, joys, and how their great desire 
was to learn to love and please Him. Warren Ames could only 
think of one omission--"fear Him" was left out. The other 
deacon of the church, Thomas Little, opposed laying too much 
stress on the fear of God. 
It was hard for Mr. Ames to attend to a sermon, though 
he tried sincerely, and now that Mr. Peters was safely en-
gaged in "developing a concept" that it seemed he and God 
were working on, he had to fight to keep from drifting off 
into sweet slumber. He was so sleepy! He had been up since 
half-past four, and it was now going on toward twelve, near 
time for his noonday nap. His head nodded slightly; his eye-
lids drooped, opened, and closed for a minute, when a damp, 
penetrating cold settled into him, and a long, deep shiver 
shook him awake. Misery. Yesterday the thermometer had read 
thirty below, and this morning had moved up to only ten be-
low. Hard to warm any building in this weather. Had to build 
a rresh fire in the kitchen stove at home this morning; old 
one had died out in the night--that son-in-law of his, Harry 
Brown, up from the city had not yet learned how to bank a 
wood fire to last the night. Maybe he'd learn quicker if he 
was the first one up in the morning for a change and had to 
shake and shiver while he built the next one. But no, the 
old man of the family (if you could call fifty-seven going on 
fifty-eight old) was the one to do it. 
Once the fire was rebuilt, he had fed the s took, milked 
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the cows, and shoveled a broad path out to the road before 
he went back into the house to find Harry still abed. Pauline 
was up, though, and had a good hot breakfast ready--browned 
pancakes with syrup from the sugar maples along the road; sau-
sages from their own hog; good strong, boiled coffee with the 
first skimming of cream from the pan. Most all the food was 
off their own place; family never bought much from the store 
beside kerosene. Then there was that nuisance of getting in-
to Sunday clothes--worse chore than chopping wood; and the 
children's shoes had to be polished. He always taught them 
while doing it that heels had to shine as much or more than 
toes ••• moral to that if he could ever remember what it was. 
After that he'd got out the pung which came in handy this kind 
of wea.ther. The two sets of runners were nice and silent go-
ing over the snow. That was a real pretty stretch through 
the woods coming down the hill from his place; snow was sift-
ing off the hemlocks like powdered sugar. 
There hadn't been a soul stirring at the Fosters at the 
place below his. Of course, they weren't church-goers, any-
way; always claimed they didn't need to get "all churched-up;" 
maybe Hughie Foster was reminded somehow of starched shirts 
which he never could abide. Aside from that, Hughie would 
have to leave a pipe out of his mouth for an hour if he went 
to meeting. 
Riding by the town hall that morning had put Warren in 
mind of all the town meetings he had attended, and how he'd 
been made selectman more than once in the past. Neat looking 
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town hall--not to be compared with the church for beauty even 
though those horse stables at the right of the church were a 
sight. They should come down as not worth reshingling; was 
a time he could remember When they were filled every Sunday. 
That was before so many folks moved down country, or West. 
The deacon's recollections were broken for a minute as 
Deborah, his granddaughter, snuggled against him. He looked 
down lovingly on her shining curls of pale sunshine, but did 
not move to put an arm around her. Sometimes he could see 
her grandmother in Deborah--same milk-white skin and dainty 
way--like a bluetl Sometimes he was startled as his wife, 
now dead, seemed to look out at him through those quiet, grey 
eyes that trusted him however stern he might be. Both too 
smart to be fooled by any passing scowl of his. Debby had 
been only two when her grandmother had died; grown quite a 
bit since then. Her brother, Robert, wasn't born at that 
time; he took more after his father in looks. Through the 
clear window pane Mr. Ames could see that it was starting to 
snow again ••• , but that wouldn't trouble Abby one way or an-
other. 
Suddenly his gaze shifted, and he looked directly up at 
the organist just in time to see her lower her eyes. He knew 
she had been studying his face; had felt her gaze, and his 
eyebrows lowered. If Fannie Bushnell wanted to keep on play-
ing that organ •••• Well, now, just what would he do if Fannie 
never learned to keep her eyes off him? Put someone else in 
as organist? No one in the church could play that instrument 
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except Fannie and his own daughter Pauline (whom she had 
taught), so it wouldn't look well for him to interfere. Fact 
was, he hadn't~ Fannie looking at him, but it was a safe 
guess that her mind had been on him more than on the sermon. 
Sermon? Sermon.~.what on earth was it about? What had the 
text been, that would give some clue, perhaps. Oh, yes, he 
remembered now, "All things work together for good to them 
that love God." St. Paull Now, there was a man for youl He 
knew women all right; showed that by the place he gave them 
in church, not that they ever wanted to stay in it. Take 
St. Paul on the matter of hats; Fannie had one on, no mistake 
("Hr-r-r-upl" Warren growled as he cleared his throat), but 
who told her to "go the second mile" with it1 Go all right 
on a scarecrow next summer. The way she wore it showed off 
her curled grey bangs. Here she was in her fifties, like 
himself, and still wearing bangs. Might not be wrong, but 
it didn't seem just right either. Another thing struck him 
odd about Fannie was the way she bobbed up and down when she 
walked, tipped out front and back. It reminded him too much 
of his Rhode Island Red hen (liked Plymouth Rooks better as 
a rule), and nothing drove him into one sin he knew he had as 
quick as hens; he did feel bad after a fit of cussing. 
Once when that Red hen had acted real stubborn and stupid 
about getting in through the henhouse gate, but in a bright, 
flighty way--well, the way her body tilted, and all, was so 
like Fannie that he w::> ndered which took after the other, and 
in a moment of wrath he had shouted, "Git in thar, Fannie, 
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before I wring your neckl" Not right of him to notice the 
resemblance maybe, but the likeness was peculiar, he thought. 
But to come down to facts, if he was to take an interest in 
any woman after Abby, it would be that black-haired missionary 
Peters had had out there to talk to them a while back. And 
she surely had talkedl Words had come rolling off her tongue 
slick as grease. He might limit his own speech, but he was 
fascinated to hear hers, fired as she was with a cause. "And 
the tongue is a fire ••• ," St. James had said. "Behold, how 
small a fire--how great a forest it kindles!" To Warren's 
eyes a flame of many colors played around that woman, aroWl.d 
that woman's form, shapely, with long curves that caught and 
carried the eye. She was a beauty, and a lively one. 
Warren Ames jumped from his reverie to hear Mr. Peters 
declare with emphasis, "Temporal prosperity is not in itself 
a blessing." Now, just a minute, mister, didn't you think 
there was call for rejoicing when this deacon had "temporal 
prosperity" to share? Didn't you always say it was commend-
able the way every year he hauled trees from his forest, 
sawed, and stacked the wood in the church shed, keeping plenty 
on hand to season? And wasn't it that wood that was providing 
whatever heat there was right now? Warren cupped a hand in 
back of an ear as though he was hard of hearing. However, the 
minister went on serenely, "But good as a tool with which God 
may fashion character." Warren dropped his hand, supposing 
that he did have character. "And so with our distresses •••• " 
Oh, no, there was distress enough during the week without 
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hearing about it from the pulpit on Sunday. "If the loss of 
our dearest will center our thoughts on heaven where we may 
see those •••• " That was just too much. Thoughts of Fannie 
and the missionary woman had gone, and Warren found himself 
standing at Abby's grave by the edge of the cemetery on the 
hill near the church. Her body might never rise, but her 
spirit •••• Half his grief was that he had never been able to 
show how much he loved her; but if she were alive in spirit, 
she might be beside him this minute, and knowing his thoughts. 
But therel Deborah had pulled an article she treasured 
from his vest pocket, his huge silver watch that sprang open 
at a touch. The chain swung loose, and her young brother, 
who had squirmed down onto a hassock, caught the end of it, 
braced his feet, and tugged. 
Still remembering how he wished he had shown more of his 
love for Abby, Mr. Ames, instead of rebuking the children, 
separated watch and chain, giving the latter to Robert. But 
that did not end the struggle. Then the deacon broke prece-
dent by picking up the boy and girl, set one on either knee, 
and held them against him. Quieted by the unusual event, and 
warmed by his body, they became drowsy in time for their 
grandfather to hear Mr. Peters half talking to himBelf, half 
praying: 
"But should the surges rise 
And help delay to come, 
Blest be the sorrow, kind the storm 
That drives us nearer home • 
••• our Father's smiling face behind frowning Providence." 
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"Huh, God must be something like me," thought Warren. 
"Makes a man feel mighty proud and humble, too." 
There was no Sunday School that day for several reasons. 
Few children were out, and the vestry where they ordinarily 
met could not be heated in extremely cold weather, since it 
had very little by way of a cellar underneath it. Also, the 
grownups were anxious to get started for home as soon as 
possible after exchanging the news with each other. Not all 
the news was good--Fred Hale was in more trouble than usual. 
The way Warren heard the story, Fred had driven to town 
the night before in all that cold with his good carriage horse, 
and while drunk had traded it for another, being cheated in 
the deal. The new horse had the spring halt, and was balky 
as well. The poor raw-boned work horse, not knowing its way 
to the new home, and with Fred dead drunk in the sleigh, had 
wandered into a strange farmyard. One of the men there had 
driven Fred home. Everyone at church knew that Fred was still 
asleep, and that when he woke, he would be ugly with Myrtle 
and the children--the poor, half-starved, frightened things. 
The only thing they could do would be to try to stay out of 
his way. The last time Warren had looked in on that family, 
they were living on common crackers, tea, and fried salt pork. 
He had changed that somewhat by bringing in focd from his own 
farm, but that didn't answer what could be done with Fred. 
That was something he didn't know, and neither did anyone else, 
yet he couldn't go home in peace without stopping in there. 
As the pung moved down the church driveway, Warren waved 
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to Mr. Peters and his family, at the same time wondering what 
he had to be gay about with Fred's troubles weighing on his 
mind; yet, the outdoors world felt good as fine snowflakes 
fell in light caresses. At the corner where the drive joined 
the road was Fannie, going along on foot. And Warren confirmed 
his opinion that she did look like some big bird, bobbing 
slowly along with all those feathers on her hat. 
"Give her a ride, Grandfather!" begged Deborah in a clear 
voice that carried in the cold air. 
What could he do but draw up and call "Climb in"? Then 
he wanted to laugh at the bewildered look on Fannie's face. 
"Wal', don't stand there in the snow drift. Git inl" His 
lips quirked back in the suggestion of a smile, and dimples 
(incongruous or not in this austere man) showed in either 
cheek. 
Fannie was still pretty spry, Warren thought, for a wo-
man of her weight and years; spry, and still smart--always had 
been smart at book learning. Back in grammar school she could 
spell the room down, and be very well pleased with herself 
while doing it. That was something he had not enjoyed. Yet, 
every fal~ at noon time, when they were children, he used to 
like to go out picking up beechnuts with Fannie. And they'd 
swap apples from their lunch boxes. 
At the Hales', the house was subdued and discouraged. 
Myrtle had been crying; the children were playing tiddledy-
winks on a table where dirty dishes had been pushed back to 
make a cleared spot on a table cloth that didn't look to have 
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been changed for a month. 
Standing by Fred's bed, Warren Ames was nauseated by the 
reeking smell of whiskey. The room was frigid from a draft 
that blew in around a broken pane of glass despite a piece of 
knitted underwear that was used to stuff the hole. After 
several minutes, snores subsided, and ceased, and above the 
edge of an old comforter eyes opened a slit. The two men 
looked at each other--Fred as though he were gazing from a 
great distance. On an impulse, Mr. Ames put his hand on the 
man's shoulder. After a long silence of peering, as though 
through great depths of water, Fred inquired, 
nWhy ain't you actin' righteous?n 
Warren withdrew his hand and straightened up. His chin 
stuck out as he meditated the question and watched the new 
horse shift its weight as it rested one foot and another 
while its head drooped over a fence in the back yard. He'd 
have to get the creature under cover right away; it must be 
nearly frozen in the cruel cold. Finally, he drew a deep 
breath, and sighed, 
"Wal', ••• tr~th to tell, I dunno•s I know myself." 
Pondering on it later, Mr. Ames was perplexed. Why, 
why had Fred given him a real affectionate grin at his answer? 
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CHAPTER 2 
Warren Ames came into his house at six o'clock the next 
morning with the chores all done and with Lassie, his black 
and white collie, tagging at his heels. He was somewhat sur-
prised to find his son-in-law, Harry, toting pails of water, 
with his easy swing, from the open tank off the kitchen to 
help Pauline start the week's washing. Nothing wrong with 
that, of course; just odd, since she always took pride in do-
ing her own work, heavy, or not. After all, she had carried 
the work of this hundred-acre farm with him for a good many 
years before she married Harry who was good looking and fun 
for her to laugh and play with. That was all very well, her 
father thought, as far as it went, if Happy could ever learn 
to be a steady worker and provider, though he was not, in any 
case, what Warren had dreamed of by way of a son. 
This was late for Pauline--as a rule she was up-and-at-
it by five o'clock on wash day. Things had been started, though. 
Harry must have put the huge copper clothes boiler on the back 
of the s tove, leaving room for the coffee pot, the double 
boiler of oatmeal (cooked the night before), and an iron spi-
der in which sausages were frying. On the back of the stove 
a pan of yellow soap shavings were slowly melting as usual. 
Looks pleased with himself for going about his wife's 
work, thought Warren, and wondered what men were coming to. 
Warren poured a little water from the boiling teakettle 
into the enamel basin in the kitchen sink, and then cooled it 
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with some that was ice cold from the pump. Handy having a 
pump right there at the sink; saved a good many steps. When 
he was a boy, the family carried all the water from the old 
well. That was before he and his father put in the pipe line 
to the spring in the woods that fed the tank, and then dug 
this new well under the kitchen to make things a little easier 
for his mother and Abby, who had never been a strong woman. 
Another big improvement was building the new water closet off 
the woodshed. Considerably better than having to go all the 
way through there and the carriage house to the one in the 
barn, 
As he turned to dry his hands, he wondered again to find 
Harry placing the wooden handled knives and forks on the 
table, and then bringing out breakfast dishes from the closet 
in the pantry. Next he went to the buttery for cream, and the 
tall brown pitcher of milk. When he opened the oven door, and 
drew out what was left of Saturday night 'a beans and a pan of 
warmed over brown bread, Warren Ames was finally moved to 
speech. 
~ere's Polly? She sick?" 
"No. She'll be out in a minute; she's dressing the chil-
dren." Harry straightened the red table cloth, and began to 
whistle. 
With the situation still unexplained, Warren sat down 
at his end of the table to wait for the others to gather. He 
crossed his long, thin legs, and gazed out through a part of 
the window not covered with thick frost. Going to be a better 
day than yesterday, he judged; had warmed up somewhat already; 
not real light yet; could still see a star in the sky. He 
wondered if his Aunt Hannah was up, and leaned forward for a 
better view of her house, separated from his own by a valley 
wide and deep made up of his sloping meadows, Mood~-River, 
and her hill on the other side. Yes, sirl Smoke was start-
ing up out of the old chimney. Remarkable old woman, his 
aunt, living there all sole alone at eighty-three, and no 
intention of doing otherwise that he knew of. Tall and thin 
like himself, she was; would remind you of an ash tree, and 
just as hardy; had the Ames stamina, and chin, too. "Mid-
dlin' homely Yankees" someone had called the family, sad so 
they were. Auntie, though, had more than her share of the 
family's temper in former days, according to those who had 
her in school before she married Sam Lewis. (There was a 
touch of red in her white hair even now.) She never gave 
her pupils the false notion that life was going to be easy 
for them, any more than it had been for her, reflected Warren. 
Her husband, Sam, and their two boys had gone off to the Civil 
War. Both boys were killed in battle, and Sam wasn't right 
in the head from then until he died twenty years ago. They'd 
all been working for the abolition of slavery, and the eaves 
of the old place had been used to cover wagon loads of weary 
negroes who were put up by Aunt Hannah at that station of the 
Underground Railway. She had to hide those folks away, for 
the town was uneasy at the thought of having them sheltered 
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there. Warren could remember as a boy being sent home early 
from his Aunt's. He found out later it was to get him out 
from under foot and from knowing more than he should, for 
what a small boy didn't know, the neighbors couldn't get out 
of him. 
Yes, Aunt Hannah Lewis' house had seen a lot; built by 
Sam Lewis' grandfather who must have expected a good many 
descendants judging by the size of it. It was weatherbeaten 
now, but still sound, with every timber hand hewn and put 
together with wooden pegs. The place looked made for just 
where it was set, as if it grew up out of the surrounding 
land. 
Hm, getting light now, and the kerosene lamp still burn-
ing--no need to help Rockefeller that way. Warren leaned 
over to blow it out, cupping the chimney with a hand gnarled 
by hard work. 
At lastl Here came Polly and the children; about time, 
too. He was hungryl 
"Up you gol" Harry swung Bobby high toward the ceiling, 
then lowered him into his highchair, while Deborah slid into 
her seat between her mother and her grandfather, who promptly 
bowed his head as the signal for prayer. 
"We ask Thy blessing, Oh God, on Thy gifts, and may we 
use the strength which we receive in Thy service. Amen.• 
A hush fell as the family became busy with the meal, a 
silence that was eventually broken with a reminder from Polly, 
"Church supper this Friday night!" 
"A-yah, busy week ahead what with prayer meetin' on 
Thursday." 
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"There's a dance at Grange Hall Friday night, too. That 
may take some away from the social after the supper," said 
Harry. 
Warren Ames gave a quiet sigh for answer. He did not 
approve of the ritual of the Grange which he thought properly 
belonged to the church, and so he had never joined it, though 
he did miss the give and take of information about farming 
that went on there. Nevertheless, membership in it would 
have meant compromising on a principle, and he hoped not to 
be such a fool as to tempt Satan knowingly. 
"Papal" 
Warren watched the mischief in her brown eyes. 
"Hm?" 
"Remember Mr. Howard, the minister before Mr. Peters?" 
"Hm-hm," he said aloud while his eyes inquired what she 
was up to. 
"Remember how he used to start the blessing at church 
suppers?" 
"Wal 1 ?" 
"There was always a little tune to it when he announced 
'Shall we pray?t Why is that always put as a question, Papa? 
Nobody ever says 1yes 1 or 1no 1 • Well," she was feeling daring, 
"the tune went: do, do, me." Polly hummed the notes softly. 
"And the 'A-m-e-e-n' went the same way: do, mel" 
"Paulinel" her father barked, turning a warning glance 
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toward Deborah and Robert who had been up to that minute busy 
devouring oatmeal, but now were all attention. 
"What, Grandpa?" Deborah wanted to know. 
"No thin', drink your milk." 
"What goes 'do, me 1 , Mamma?" she persisted. 
"Why, music goes like that, darling." 
"Who is Mr. Howard?" 
"No one you ever knew. Now that's enough." 
"Oh." 
Warren watched Polly's dark hair against Deborah's flax-
en head, and compared her brown eyes of mirth with the grey 
sober ones. Daughter and granddaughter--both Ameses, all 
right, though Polly didn't have the family's fair coloring. 
1~fal 1 , Harry," Warren Ames pushed his chair back deci-
sively, "suggest we go down into the woodlot today and snake 
out a few trees. See if we can't git the loggin' done before 
sap starts runnin' and it's time to start sugarin' off. Good 
job we got the ice house :f'illed last month." 
"All right, Pa," Harry was agreeable to work in the woods 
which he always liked. Then he added to Polly, "Leave the 
sheets in the boiler; when I come up at noon, I 1 11 take them 
out for you." 
Which one of the two was getting weak, the older man 
asked himself. 
"Oh, I can manage, Hap," Polly called after her husband 
as he went out into the shed after his logging boots and 
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jacket. Then seeing the bewildered look on her father's face, 
she was moved to share the secret. 
"Papa, how•d you like to have another grandchild?" 
Wonder lit his face, and Polly thought that her father 
looked for all the world like a little child, himself. He 
lowered his eyes that had misted. For lack of many children 
of his own, grandchildren seemed all the more precious, and 
now the prospect of a third was like a special blessing from 
God. With feeling too deep for easy talk, he rested a hard, 
work-worn hand on the table. 
~fhen's he due?" he asked shyly. 
"End of July sometime, I presume likely." 
"Lots to be done between now and then. There's wood 
enough stacked in the box to do ye until we come up at noon, 
I believe." 
"Oh, yes. Are you glad, Pa ?tt she asked needlessly, and 
set about the routine of her day. 
First, she gave the clothes that had been soaking a 
light rubbing, then put them into the boiler where she shoved 
them down with a wooden stick at one end and the other where 
they puffed up the lid. After a half-hour, she lifted the 
steaming clothes, with boiling hot yellowish water streaming 
off them, onto the inside of the boiler cover, and cautiously 
dumped them back into a wooden tub for hard scrubbing on the 
board before putting them through two clear rinsings and a 
third with bluing in it for the white things. Then there 
were the men's white collars to be bleached and starched 
19 
along with her aprons. This morning she had only one boiler 
full; that was a light wash; in the summer when the men sweat 
outdoors in the sun working in garden and hayfield, there 
were apt to be three. She was determined to keep her family 
in clean clothes. 
The only time Pauline Ames stopped work that morning 
was when she went out to the road to pick up the newspaper 
that had come R.F.D. and to speak to the mailman. He said 
that when he went by Aunt Hannah Lewis' place she was "set-
tin' in the winder smokin' her T.D." Yes, he assured Polly, 
her postal would be delivered to the old lady the next morn-
ing. 
Since her great aunt lived in her big house alone, in 
sight, but at a little distance, the family had to devise 
ways of keeping in touch with her. As dusk drew in at the 
close of day, Polly lit a lamp and placed it on the sill 
of the kitchen window facing bar great aunt's house, then 
waited for the salute to be returned. This was their daily 
exchange of greetings. Aunt Hannah had resisted all per-
suasions to install a telephone which she said would be as 
much nuisance as good to her since she was "half deef" and 
didn't want to spend her time listening for a bell to ring. 
Besides, she said, she couldn't hear the other party on the 
phone, which always made her "holler"; so, for her part, 
she'd be better off just to open the window and shout and 
save the expense of a phone which she didn't want anyway 
and didn't intend to have. As for folks trying to scare her 
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with what she'd do if the house got on fire, they needn't 
think she'd be such a fool as to let it, nor need they think 
she was so old that they had to keep track of her. 
Sometimes Warren waved his hat when he saw his aunt out 
around her place, and she would answerwith a towel or a 
billowing white apron. He did wish that she'd get some sense 
and move in with them before she died over there alone on 
her hill; at the same time, he was proud that Aunt Hannah 
was nothing if not independent, and hoped that he took after 
her. In a daring moment Polly had assured him he needn't 
worry, he did. 
That evening at family prayers, Warren Ames halted the 
nightly progress through the chapters of the New Testament 
to turn back to Psalm 139 to give special recognition to the 
unborn member of the family. 
For thou didst form my inward parts, 
thou didst knit me together in my mother's womb. 
I praise thee, for thou art fearful and wonderful. 
Wonderful are thy works. 
Thou knowest me right well; 
my frame was not hidden from thee. 
When I was being made in secret 
intricately wrought in the depths of the earth. 
Thy eyes beheld my unformed substance; 
in thy book were written, every one of them, 
The days that were formed for me, 
When as yet there was none o f them. 
How precious to me are thy thoughts, 0 Godl 
How vast is the sum of them! 
If I would cotmt them, they are more than the sand. 
When I awake, I am still with thee. 
Harry resented the selection by the older man as being 
much too familiar, although he saw that Polly took it as a 
benediction, an ancestral blessing of the unborn baby. He 
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told himself that old folks and the Bible had one thing in 
common--neither thought life was private; you never knew what 
either would come right out and say. 
Prayers over, children upstairs in bed, dishes done, the 
three grownups of the family settled down in the living room. 
Warren, lean, and still erect at the end of his day's work, 
sat upright in his arm chair near the Franklin grate, scanning 
the newspaper, and speculating about Teddy Roosevelt's poli-
cies, while Harry studied the sports pages. The Red Sox would 
be going South soon, he read wistfully, wishing he were a big 
league player. He didn't know how much ball he would be 
able to play this summer--hard getting away from the farm 
right at the busiest time of year. Of course, it took a lot 
of scheming, but one way or another he'd played in most of 
the games of his league, whether the old man grumbled, or not. 
And what if he did go off and let him do most of the work? 
Work was all he knew how to do anyway. 
Harry stretched out his slight form on the horsehair 
couch, and dreamed up better headlines than what the paper 
gave. He imagined a newsboy crying, "Extry, extryl Read all 
about itl HAPPY BRO\VN 1S AVERAGE BEATS TY COBB 1S1" Harry did 
wish, though, that Polly wouldn't pound the piano so hard. 
She went over the same notes again and again, keeping it up 
as though to take some vengeance out on the keyboard. He had 
an uneasy feeling that the keys were getting what was intended 
for him. Soon he got up and left for the kitchen. 
As soon as he had gone, Polly stopped practicing, and 
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began to talk to her father. 
"Fannie Bushnell and I are going to play a duet after 
church supper Friday night." 
~at say?" Warren's head jerked up, and he began to 
rock his right foot, as he often did when irritated. 
"I said," she spoke more deliberately, "that Fannie 
Bushnell and I are to play a duet Friday night. She's com-
ing up here day after tomorrow to practice with me. She 
called up first thing this morning and said we'd been asked 
to." 
Warren cleared his throat and uncrossed his long legs 
to plank both feet on the floor. "Don't 1spose she said who 
asked, did she?" 
"Why, Pa, you know Fannie's nothin' if not honest, and 
always has been. Anyway, she is in charge of the music down 
there at church." 
"So she be." Warren clipped his words short. "How's 
she aim to git up here?" 
"She's gotng to walk. Then, after dinner, I'll drive 
her back to the library and pick up a book. She works hard 
keeping that library up single handed." 
"Wal'," her father stretched in his chair, "pack a lunch 
for Harry and me to take to the woods that day, if you please, 
Pauline. We won't have time to stop for company manners." 
"All right, Pa," she paused before teasing her father 
with a further piece of news. "Want to know something else?" 
"Can't say's I do." 
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"She's going to run for School Committee." 
"You don't sayl" Warren slapped down his paper. 
"Yes, I dot Austin Black dropped out, and she's running 
in his place." 
Warren made no comment to that. 
"You know she belongs to the state Woman's Suffrage 
association." 
"I know she's into quite a lot." Warren reached for his 
slippers and stood up. "Guess I 1ll call it a day. Goodnight, 
Polly." 
She looked up at her father standing full height--tall 
man, all right. "can you still put the flat of both hands 
on the ceiling to once, Papa?" she asked. 
He obliged her with a quiet grin, and went on upstairs, 
thinking the young couple might like to be left alone with 
each other. His footsteps had no sooner receded than Harry 
was back in the living room to finish some gingerbread and 
creamy milk that he had found for himself without, at the 
same time, bringing anything to offer her. Polly sat on the 
piano stool watching while he catered to his own appetite 
which, she thought, was getting to be a habit with him. The 
spurt of concern he had had for her that morning seemed to 
have worn itself out already. However, she felt that she had 
graver cause for irritation than that. 
"Harry." 
"Uh-huh?" He had gone back to his sports page. 
"Hap1 What was that bill that came from Sears Roebuck 
for you today in the mail? We haven't bought anything late]t.~ 
A 
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"Oh, that?" He assumed a casual tone. "That bothering 
you?" 
"Yes. Money's one thing we don't have much of, and you 
know it." The snap in her voice was unusual. "Is it for the 
phonograph?" 
"Never mind. It's my bill. I'll pay it." 
She sighed in exasperation. "I see. Well, until you 
get it paid for, just keep the bills out of Papa's sight. 
You remember how mad he was over the bill you ran at the gen-
eral store in Centerville, don't you?" 
"Yeh ••• 1Ames family known for bein' honest. Always paid 
cash for what we got ••• never owed no man a cent, nor borrowed 
no man's goods ••• next to thievin', and no Ames •••• ' But I'm 
no Ames!" Harry was letting his ire build up. "I may live 
here and work on his place, but my name is still Brown, not 
Ames, and so, I believe, is yours." 
"Harry!" Polly turned her white, strained face back 
toward the piano, but not before her husband had glimpsed 
it. At the sight hostility drained out of him. Polly ••• his 
wife--he'd forgotten she was carrying their third child. He 
hoped a quarrel wouldn't make her sick. 
"I'm sorry, Pol. This has been piling up in me, living 
here on your old man's farm, and all, and I was in no mood to 
take his religion tonight; then for you to go and bring up 
that bill was all I needed." 
Receiving no answer,, 'he offered, "How'd you like a game 
of rummy?" 
~ ~ 
"All right," she gave in. And wishing that Harry's 
compact, slight body and handsome face had never appealed to 
her so much, she went to pull from its hiding place a pack of 
cards. 
"Think I can get away with smoking?" 
"I believe so. Pa knows you smoke after he's gone to bed 
anyway. I'll just air out later." 
Harry reached for her as she moved by to set up a sewing 
table for their game. For a minute they stood looking at each 
other. Hair and eyes were the same on either, and they were 
the same height. His shoulders were a little broader, his 
arms a little longer. They were a good physical match, these 
playmates, city boy and country girl. 
Venting his irritation with Polly's father had relieved 
Harry, at least emporarily, and the next day he was glad to 
go logging with Warren in the forest to the west along Moody 
River. 
The two men took a mutual enjoyment in working in the 
woods. Warm sunshine falling through the trees felt good, 
and there was a gentle wind crooning in the soft needles of 
massive pines that sparkled in the light. Warren took special 
delight in them and in the way his Canadian hemlocks stood with 
flexible boughs drooping toward earth. He was proud of his 
chestnut trees, too; there was a good deal of shape to them 
with their leaves off. And he thought his paper birches were 
a pretty sight there so bright and white against the dark 
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evergreens. 
Most of what the men cut was pine to sell and maple to 
burn--sugar maple for the fireplace, the rest for stove wood. 
This winter had been hard on the wood piles at home, at Aunt 
Hannah's, at the church, the parsonage, and at the Hales'. 
They were all kept up out of WarrenAmes' forest, and had been 
for years. Aside from those, there was the Fosters' at the 
foot of the hill--Warren always dragged the trunks of one or 
two trees into the yard of his nearest neighbor. Before 
Harry came, Hugh Foster used to help in the woods. Of course, 
a man had to have somebody to work with him there. No one in 
his right mind tried to go it alone when a slip of the foot 
or the axe, or a log breaking loose, might mean death if no 
one was there to help. 
All in all, Warren was content to have Harry with him. 
The ring of his axe in the cold air kept company with his ~w.n; 
and he did admire the way Hap climbed a tall pine in long 
spirals right to the top to saw off the tip. And he was 
pretty lithe in backing down again while he lopped off smaller 
branChes on the way. He was sure footed all right. (Hap got 
some of that from climbing poles as a lineman for the tele-
phone company down in Klinkerburg before he married Polly.) 
Warren stroked the hickory helve of his axe, then with 
long, easy strokes chopped a deep "V" on one side of the tree, 
put a notch on the other, and felled the great pine so that 
it lay right where he placed it. 
"Hey, Pal" Harry called down from a maple. "Is this a 
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hawk's nest up here?" 
"Ye-ah, believe it is. Could be the home or the one 
that lived orr our chickens last summer." 
Come to think of it, Warren noticed, that hawk had seen 
fit to spare the Rhode Island Red--remarkable that a hawk and 
he should have taste in common. Fannie ••• she and Polly ••• 
chances were Polly had pulled out her company dishes for her 
old music teacher andthat they were sitting down to dinner 
right then. Too bad she wasn't serving the Rhode Island Red. 
The thought of food reminded Warren he was hungry. 
"come on down, Harry. Let's look in these lard pails 
and see what Polly fixed up for us. It's noon by the sun, 
and once it starts down it goes fast." 
The two men found a place to sit on the fallen pine in 
a patch of sunlight, and set about their lunch. Slowly, the 
noises around them subsided. Jake finished tossing his feed 
bag, and rested his neck over Ned's for company. Lassie, who 
had been floundering around in deep snow as she tried to 
rouse partridges or rabbits, quieted her panting. Then a twig 
snapped; a dried oak leaf rustled; there was a soft thud of 
snow as some sifted from a hemlock to the drift below it. 
Little by little, the peace of the woods crept into animals 
and men as they rested together. 
Nice here, thought Harry. More color in the woods this 
time of year than you'd think for. Bright red on the bare 
bushes, and a brilliant blue on that jay. And the sunlight 
through that chickadee's wings was like gold mesh. Never 
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notice it unless you caught sight at the right slant. Not 
much else out, except there must be owls somewhere. Pa 1d 
found their nest going by what they had regurgitated. Course 
the noise of chopping would scare off most creatures that 
hadn't gone underground for the winter. Woopel A red foxl 
A beauty, standing there looking right at him from down the 
logging road. Trying to keep the glint of consciousness from 
his eyes, Harry breathed, "Pa-a •••• " But with a flash of its 
thick tail, the fox was gone into the bushes with Lassie tear-
ing after it in a hopeless chase. 
"Did you see him, Pa?" 
"A-yahl Sure did. That will tease Lassie for a while." 
The pair settled back on their log. 
"Say, Pa, ever think of floating these pine logs down 
river instead of hauling them?" 
"Thought of it, yes, but not as worth riskin' life and 
limb for. Moody River ain't all peaceful. Once when Tom 
Little and I was young fallers we followed this river all the 
way out to sea--quite a trip we took, by canoe. That is, we 
had a canoe with us, and were in it some of the time. I 
think we carried it as far around falls and rocky places as 
it carried us." Warren stretched his legs full length to 
cross his feet. "Wal', after Tom and me got down out of the 
hills, we wound in and out through marsh grass for miles, 
none of which was more'n two miles from sea as the crow flies.· 
Tidal river toward the end." He paused to ponder the remem-
brance. "Tidal river toward the end •••• " He fell into a 
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meditation from which he broke off with, "Wall Here I be 
a-settin'l", and giving himself a push with his hand, got up 
to go back to work. "Suggest we put in another couple of 
hours, and then git out of here before sundown." 
A quarter of a mile away Lassie was barking; probably 
still after the red fox. Warren smiled to himself--this old 
fox had also given a slip in the chase today. He, the fox, 
and the hawk all had somewhat in common; he amused himself 
with the thought. 
The men worked steadily until Warren noticed that the 
patches of sunlight were growing smaller and the trunks becom-
ing darker. ~at say we roll this one and start for home, 
Harry." 
The team had emerged from the woods, and was about to 
leave the logging road to turn up Ames hill, when Harry saw 
a sleigh standing at the fork of the road just below them. 
"Well, look at that, Pal" 
There was Fred Hale, fat and red faced, swearing between 
hiccups, as he tried to coax his balky horse to take a step 
forward by holding a handful of hay out in front of it, but 
all to no avail. Not one foot would the huge, boney creature 
lift off the ground. Fred's back was turned toward Warren 
and Harry, and he didn 1 t see them when he threw a handful of 
hay under the horse's middle. He was reaching in his pocket 
for a match when the ungainly workhorse started calmly to walk 
down the road. By this time, the Fosters were out in their 
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yard to watch, but Fred took no notice of anyone. He jumped 
into the sleigh, and was standing there shaking impotent fists 
at the sky when the nag suddenly gathered itself into a lum-
bering gallop. Fred roared, grabbed at the reins, and tumbled 
against the back of the seat. Still roaring and rocking from 
side to side behind the great hunched back in front of him, 
he disappeared over a hill. 
"If that horse gets smart and dumps him in a snowdrift, 
I sha'n't be sorry," declared Warren. 
That remark sent Harry into shouts of laughter. 
"What ails you?" asked his father-in-law. 
"Why, you sound so downright un-Christian, Pal" 
"Humphl" 
A slap of the reins against shining flanks started Ned 
and Jake on their way hauling logs homeward. 
"Pa, why didn't he think to use a whip?" 
"Didn't you see the welts on the poor critter's rump? 
Don't do no good to whip a balky horse." 
Deborah and Robert were waiting at the kitchen window 
for the men as they drove into the yard. Warren was glad to 
wave back to them and shake off some of his gloom over Fred 
Hale. What Polly had to tell, thov~h, was no help in that 
respect. She said Fred had been there, and asked to borrow 
their good carriage horse, Prince! 
"Whatl" exclaimed Warren incredulously. 
And, it seemed Fred couldn't locate his own sledge hammer, 
the handle of his cross-cut saw was off, his axe had disappeared, 
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and all he had to chop with was a little hatchet. 
"Good thing," said Warren, "if he don't want to cut off 
a foot." 
Also, Fred had asked if he could borrow a "little sugar;" 
they were all out of it at home. 
"So?" Warren encouraged her to go on. 
"I gave him some sugar, flour, milk, apples, potatoes, 
butter, and sent him on his way, but what I've been wondering 
is whether we make him worse by all we do for him and his 
family." 
Warren let the words echo before he asked, "Just what 
would you suggest?" 
Polly dropped the subject at that and began to chatter 
about more pleasant news. She had stopped by at Aunt Hannah's 
on her way home from leaving Fannie at the library. Auntie 
was coming out to the church supper, and they were to pick 
her up. She was going to bake four loaves of bread, three pans 
of biscuits, and bring five baking powder tins of steamed brown 
bread. She had given Polly instructions to call Lizzie 
Whiting and tell her the Supper Committee could count on that. 
Auntie was feeling spry and happy. The only thing bothering 
her was that she'd have to wear her store teeth right through 
supper and probably most of the evening. 
Harry played with the children in the dining room that 
night before taking them up to bed, and Polly set about fin-
ishing her week's ironing in the kitchen. She moved back and 
forth from stove to ironing board as she exchanged one iron 
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for another to keep one spitting hot. Men's white shirts 
were fussy to do up even with a good hot iron. 
Warren sat at the kitchen table entertaining himself 
with a seed catalog that had pictures of vegetables and fruits 
and flowers all in unearthly bright colors. He always en-
joyed looking through a seed catalog that time of year with 
spring coming on. (Oh, shueksl He'd forgotten to see if 
witch hazel blossoms or pussy willows were out down in the 
woods. If not, they would be soon, snow on the ground, or 
not.) Of course, he had some seeds saved from his own gar-
den of last summer; squash, beans, seed potatoes. What 
fairy tales on gardening the seed companies put outl But far 
all their excitement, he grew sleepy in the warm kitchen 
after working out of doors in the cold all day. His fair 
complexion was rosey in the lamplight, and his eyelids began 
to droop over blue eyes that were used to looking at a dis-
tance outside rather than at fine print indoors. 
He doesn't look anywhere near fifty-eight; nobody'd ever 
believe it that didn't know, thought Polly, as she watched 
him nodding. Papa, ••• so good, and yet so determined to be 
much better--no wonder he got frustrated sometimes. Bound 
and set to fight evil. Didn't know what to do with a drunk 
like Fred, so came down hammer and tongs on smoking and 
dancing. Maybe Myrtle should take her children, leave Fred, 
and go back to her own folks in Chicago, and leave him to 
drink himself to death. I 1m going to look in on her one of 
these days myself, thought Polly; that is, when I know Fred's 
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out; see what she has to say. She may have an idea of what 
to do. If she has a black eye when I get there, chances are 
she won't let me in the house. 
Warren's catalog fell from his hands and hit the floor. 
He woke up with a start, then got up to go and find a russet 
apple for himself from the barrel in the shed. He came back 
to quietly pare it with a kitchen knive and then carry one 
thin slice at a time on the blade to his mouth. 
"Why do you do it that way, Pa?" 
"More chance to savor it as I go." 
"I like to bite right into one--juicier; crackles, too." 
"Mebbe so, if you're talkin' about a Mac." 
11While I was over at Auntie's today we were talking about 
the supper and the new members coming in at Easter, and all, 
so I got up my courage and asked her why she had never joined 
the church since she's been going there steady all her life." 
Warren's eyes brightened. He sat up straighter to hear 
the rest of the story. 
"She said there's no point in joining what you already 
belong to." 
Warren rubbed the side of his brownish-grey head, then 
shook it slightly as though an invisible finger had tweaked 
his nose. "What's she mean by that?" 
"Seems she figures she belongs to some spiritual body 
there the like of which can never be put into church member-
ship with folks judging their worth by what position they 
hold. Then she also said something about how she wonders 
whether a person can remain herself and join a group, an 
organization, and that while in doubt of that, she prefers 
to remain Hannah Lewis." 
"'Tain't likely she won't," Warren was emphatic, "but 
church member, or no, Mr. Peters thinks the world of her." 
Polly turned a romper around on the ironing board. 
"Heard something else today n 
•••• 
Her father looked up at the serious tone. 
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"Have you happened to hear of the Jones family, one of 
those that live in those tarpaper shacks at the saw mill up 
in Hawthorne?" 
"Hm-hm." Warren sat still, sensing trouble. 
"They have a girl only fifteen. Seems she's going to 
have a baby, and the letters she writes to the boy who's the 
father only come right back in the mail." 
A grey mask fell over Warren's face as though the life 
had gone out of it, but Polly continued recklessly. 
"Her parents haven't spoken to her for weeks, and I 
think that 1 s inhuman. But what 1 s worse, the reporter from 
the city was up there after news." 
''Wal', by ••• 1 n Warren exploded as he kicked his chair 
back to get up and throw some sticks into the stove and slam 
the lids back in place. "Did nobody ever commit sin but ten 
others try to cash in on itf I hate the whole business of 
betrayin' confidences, gossipin 1 , tattlin 1 , and what-all that 
trails along after. Don't know which I despise most." 
"Fannie says ••••" 
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"Now harkl" 
But Warren could not have heard what she said anyway, for 
Harry and the children and Lassie all came scrambling into the 
kitchen after a rubber ball that Bobby had missed. Once re-
trieved, the confusion subsided, and Polly ventured to ask, 
"Why is it 1 Papa, you always get mad about someone like 
that reporter, or being lazy, or owing a bill, and yet don't 
have a word to say about Fred Hale or that girl 1 s parents' 
actions that's lots worse?" 
, "Struck dumb by then, I suppose." 
CHAPTER .3 
For the next two days, Polly baked, sewed, and practiced 
on the piano in preparation for the coming church supper and 
social, her excitement mounting as she worked. When the 
evening c~e, and it was time to leave the house, she was chat-
tering and rushing about on last-minute details. She stopped 
to perk up a fresh ribbon bow on Deborah's golden hair that 
matched the dress she had finished sewing that afternoon. 
"See my new plaid dress, Grandpa1 See the blue in it. 
It has a secret pocket right here." 
"Very nice. Your mother did a good job." 
"Pa, for goodness sake, let me fix your tie 1" 
"Now don't start bothering me about my tie, Polly. What 
do you think is wrong with it anyway?" 
"It ought to be pulled up snug." 
"'Ought.' Folded easy is the way I like it." 
"Did you shut off the draft in the livin~ room stove, 
Papa? Yes? No? You didn't?. Oh, you did. Here's Harry 
ready with the pung. Debby, help Grandpa carry out the food. 
You can hold the door for them, Bob. Where are your mittens?" 
"All these things going?" asked Warren, though he would 
have been more surprised if there hadn't been a large quantity 
of food to take along. Pots of baked beans, baked ham, red 
flannel hash, piccalilli, mince meat pies, and a whipped cream 
cake were packed into the pung. 
Warren was the last to leave the house. He threw on his 
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Ulster, pulled down the ear flaps of his fur cap, and blew 
out the last lamp in the kitchen. That was the signal to 
Aunt Hannah that they were on their way over to pick her up. 
Good for the whole family to go on a time together, thought 
Warren; nice custom to keep, good tradition. When he was as 
little as Robert he had gone down to times at the church with 
his mother and father, and grandfather. It was that grand-
father of his who had built the house they lived in back in 
1790. He paused at the door to say goodbye to all the others 
in the family who had lived and died there in that house. 
Queer, the feeling that lingers in a house when the people who 
lived there have gone. Had they worn themselves into the 
place the same way their footsteps had worn down the thresh-
holds and made little hollows in the stair treads? Even the 
bricks of the kitchen floor showed shere folks had walked 
most ••• how much from Abby's light step? Goodnight, Abby1 
Warren closed the door, and went out to cllmb into the 
front seat and take over the reins. 
"Can I drive, Grandpa?" Robert at two years old already 
knew how to persist with a question on the chance that even 
against all odds the answer might sometime be "yes." 
~en we git down past Fosters where it's level, you can 
put your hands back of mine." 
"Hear that, Debby!" he shouted back to his sister. 
"Grandpa says I can drivel" 
"He never let me drive, and I'm four." 
"You a girl; me a boy." 
"Isn't the moonlight bright tonight 1 
lantern." 
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We don't need any 
"Should be a crowd out," predicted Warren. 
"Some will probably come to supper and then go over to 
the dance at the Grange afterwards." Harry's careless remark 
received no answer. 
In front of her house Aunt Hannah was standing waiting 
for them. Her tall, slim figure dressed in a black coat and 
bonnet tied under her chin showed plain against the snow, and 
cast a long shadow. Harry jumped out to help her into the pung 
beside Warren, wrapped the bearskin rug around her and Bobbie, 
and then ran into the house after the bread she had made. The 
old lady leaned forward to kiss her nephew. 
"How be ye?" 
"I be. Be you?" he shouted. 
"Rightly, rightly." 
"I'm driving the horse, Auntie, see!" 
"And I have on a new dress my mother made for mel" 
In festive mood, they rode off to church where vestry 
windows welcomed them with soft lamplight. Inside there were 
bursts of greetings that increased in volume as more and more 
people arrived: 
Good to see youl 
Good to see you, tool 
Where's Naomi tonight? Tell her we missed her. 
Well, hello, Moses! So you got out. 
Wouldn't miss coming when I heard Hannan Ames would be 
here; boy and girl together, we were, long before the rest of 
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ye were born. ~uite a turnout, tonight. 
The church ladies bustled to and from the kitchen put-
ting supper on the table while the buzz of conversation rose 
to a steady roar above which Thomas Little, a deacon, strove 
to be heard. 
"May I have ••• may I have •••• I'm told ••• I have been 
told •••• " Then in sustained, stentorian voice he announced. 
"Mrs. Whiting says that supper is ready, and asks that we 
find our places at the tables." 
People stood while Mr. Peters said the prayer after which 
there was a scraping of chairs, a clatter of dishes, fresh 
talk while one or two women poured very strong, boiled, black 
coffee into large white cups •. The usual, time-worn compliments 
were exchanged on the cooking which was delicious and plenti-
ful. While appetites were be~ satisfied, the noise of con-
versation subsided. 
With the meal over, everyone took seats at the end of the 
vestry where the Sunday School usually met, and the enter-
tainment for the evening began. Thomas Little played the 
small organ on the platform, and sang "Hark the vesper hymn 
is stealing o'er the waters calm and clear" in a sweet tenor 
voice. Then he had an encore about a "goat who coughed up 
those red pants and flagged the train" which delighted the 
children in the front row. 
It was then announced that a piano duet would follow to 
be played by Mrs. Polly Brown and Miss Fannie Bushnell. As 
they got up to go to the piano, people noticed that Fannie had 
on a new dark red serge dress trimmed with red velvet. It 
had great full sleeves, a high necked waist that fitted her 
tightly corseted body snugly with the help of a gusset, and 
a skirt that fell to the floor in generous folds. Warren 
Ames overheard the low comment, "Splendid figure!" He stuck 
out his chin and lowered his eyes so as not to see quite so 
much of that figure. He could not help noticing, however, 
that Fannie played with uncommon verve, sweeping Polly along 
with her. 
When they were through, Aunt Hannah clapped smartly, and 
told Warren in a good strong voice as if he were hard of 
hearing like herself, "Wal•, that was goodl They played real 
fast, and loud enough so I could hear. Clapl" She nudged 
him with her elbow. 
That finished the musical program for the evening. Next, 
the older people sat around on settews to talk while the young 
.ones took over a section of the long room for games: Going 
to Jerusalem; spin the platter; snap the broom. Shrieks and 
shouts of laughter were accented with the loud whack of the 
broomstick on the bare floor. Those who had anything to say 
had to holler above the din to be heard. To confound the 
confusion, small children, Debby and Bob included, drummed 
on organ and piano until, tired out, they fell asleep leaning 
against a relative or laid on two benches shoved together to 
make a crib. 
Under the uproar of the games, Harry asked Polly, "What 
do you say, come on, let's get out of here, and go on· over to 
Grange Hall to the dancel" 
"vVhy, Harryl You don't expect me to leave the children, 
do you?" 
"There's both Auntie and your father right here to stay 
with them. It's a good chance for some fun." 
"It just would not look right to leave this sociable to 
take in a dance, and then come back as haphazard as if the 
f'olks here weren't worth spending the whole evening with." 
"One dance 1" 
"No. Everybody in here knows how Papa feels about it, 
and I'm not going to flout him in front of them all, or have 
them say I sneaked out, either. As for dancing, I like it as 
well as you." 
Harry sulked, and on an impulse of sympathy, Polly yielded 
a little. "You slip out, if you want to, and look in on the 
dance for a while. That won't look so noticeable." 
As the evening wore on, people fell into a reminiscent 
mood, and rambled on about who was second half-cousin to whom 
and related from way back. Auntie was rehearsing the ances-
tral line of a family she knew, and was telling how a certain 
man had had eleven children by his first wife before •••• 
"He remarried?" Fannie interrupted with what struck Warren 
as an unbecoming interest. 
;"About time we made ready to start for home," he announced 
shortly. "Where's Hap, Polly?" 
"Just stepped out a minute." 
Polly delayed about rousing the children and getting them 
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into their coats, hoping that any momsnt Harry would be back. 
Then she tried to drag out the time by helping Auntie on with 
hers. 
''What is the matter, Pauline?" her great aunt snapped. 
"I can put on my own things." 
Then Polly went to putter around in the kitchen, picking 
up her dishes in which she had brought food, and packing 
left-overs to take back. As she was wrapping the very last 
thing, Harry came in the back door to the kitchen. 
"Listenl" she snapped. "You get the pung and drive it 
around to the vestry door this minute. Everybody's waiting. 
You were supposed to just 'look in' on the dance. Here I've 
been put to it trying to cover up for you." 
The ride home was quiet; Deborah and Bob were sound 
asleep; Harry and Polly maintained a hostile silence; and the 
two older folk were sunk in their own thoughts. Not the gay 
party they had been when they started off. When Aunt Hannah 
got out at her door, she informed her nephew, 
"That Jones girl can move in with me any day. Just you 
find a way to get her down here. She and I'll have each other 
to talk to, and you won't be so worried about my bein' alone. 
'T'won't be the first baby to be born under my roof; I've 
got cradle and crib all ready. Oh, while I think of it, 
Warren, ask the telephone company to put in a phone for me, 
will you. This young lady (What's her name, Hazel?) can an-
swer it for me now." 
The tension between Harry and Polly continued. It wasn't 
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The tension between Harry and Polly continued. It wasn't 
until the following day that they spoke, and then Polly in-
formed him, 
"I know very well you danced with every girl there and 
also who you danced the good night waltz with. How do I know? 
How wouldn't I when everybody else in town does?" 
"Why carry on so? I didn't kiss them all--I only danced 
with them." 
"'Kiss theml '" 
Sunday morning when it was getting late, Polly suggested, 
11You'd better start dressing if you're going to church." 
"I'm not. I'm going to stay right here and go to hell 
smoking my pipe and playing solitaire." 
Polly made no answer then, or later to her father's 
questions. At church she avoided what people she could by 
busying herself with the children. That wasn't too difficult, 
for everyone's attention was taken up by another matter. 
Just before the sermon, Mr. Peters had announced that 
(as previously reported to the deacons on Friday night) he 
felt his mission in the church at Upton had been fulfilled, 
and that he would be open to call from another parish. The 
congregation was on the verge of crying. Warren sat sad and 
still. He had not divulged the news to anyone in advance of 
this notice. Mr. Peters said that although he felt badly, he 
was convinced of the wisdom of his decision. His resigna-
tion was to take e:f'fect September first. Meantime, he would 
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be away on certain Sundays, and whenever a prospective can-
didate could not be found, one of the deacons, or any mem-
ber of the Pastoral Supply Committee, would fill the pul-
pit. Everyone wondered why they hadn't loved him more and 
taken his words to heart better in the past. 
Back at the house Polly was surprised to find that the 
dining room table was set and Sunday dinner started. That 
was Harry's offering by way of apology. Polly sighed as the 
soreness began to slowly recede from her heart. 
When Warren was off to prayer meeting that night, the 
young couple were left to themselves. In a casual way Polly 
placed an ash tray near her husband. He accepted the gesture, 
mutely waiting for some further show of friendliness. Driven 
by the misery of lonesomeness, their eyes met and held. 
Harry held out his arms from his chair, and Polly came to 
rest against him. After a while, she stirred,and asked 
dreamily, "Which do you suppose it's going to be, Happy, a 
boy or a girl?" 
"Either one's all right with me. I'll take what I get." 
She ruffled his dark hair and thought about their three 
children--this hundred acre farm was a good place on which to 
bring them up and would make a good inheritance for them ••• 
if Harry were only more contented to be there. There were 
some things about it he liked, especially anything to do with 
the woods. Logging was about over, but he'd like tapping 
trees, collecting sap, and boiling it down in the sugar house 
up above their place. 
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Within a week or ten days the sap was running, and Warren 
and Harry were busy at work on what would be a good cash 
crop. The tank in the sugar house was going night and day, 
and Hap was sleeping up there while he tended to it. 
Polly had taken that time to do her spring cleaning, 
and went at it with a will. Warren never knew the house had 
so many brooms and mops until Polly went into one of her clean-
ing spells. Not that he saw much of the inside of the house 
during sugaring season, but he never knew where he'd find the 
furniture when he did go into a room. The children thought 
that made life a wonderful picnic. Not so their grandfather 
who was glad to take to the barn. 
Warren found it peaceful out there ••• cattle snuffing 
sweet breath at hay ••• the yellow cat pretending to hide in 
a pile of straw, but given away by her flashing eyes ••• Prince 
nuzzling his shoulder ••• all the stock thankful to be watered. 
By leaving the big door partly open now, there was light 
enough so that he could see to do the milking without any lan-
tern, which always seemed good. He leaned his head against 
Amarantha's flank. She was a handsome and good natured cow, 
a mixture of Jersey and Holstein. Took her own sweet time 
about everything she did, but she was as affectionate as a 
cow ever is, and seemed to enjoy life. Warren liked her. 
So, boss. So •••• She was giving a great surplus of milk 
beyond what her pretty little calf, Miranda, needed. "Mmmrnmml" 
she murmured low reassurance to her baby who staggered to her 
feet and teetered on long, thin legs like stilts. Her coat, 
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red like Amarantha's, was damp and had been curled into cow 
licks by her mother's tongue. 
Yes, Warren thought, a barn's a good place. Must be a 
terrible thing for men who lived in the city and had none to 
go to when the women started to clean house. So, boss. 
So •••• Not that anyone really lived in the city, anyway, 
where the only form of life they ever saw was other human 
beings--never a nursing calf or colt. No wonder city folks 
always came to the country to caLm their nerves and get re-
vived. 
Nerves •••• Polly's housecleaning wasn't the only thing 
bothering his nerves; there was that preaching schedule to 
be filled out somehow for the church. To be sure, students 
would be available from the divinity school for some Sundays, 
and the Pastoral Supply Committee had decided to visit several 
other churches and listen to sermons to see if they wanted to 
invite the minister to preach before the congregation at Upton. 
That was all to the good, but Warren knew it might take as 
long as a year before mutual agreement was reached between a 
candidate and the church, and there were fifty-two Sundays 
in which that pulpit had to be filled one way or another. 
There was every chance that he would have to s tand up there 
himself and conduct the service, and probably sound like a 
fool doing it. In his spare time, if any, or while his mind 
wandered when he was about some routine chore, he would have 
to collect his stray thoughts into something like a sermon. 
Warren stripped the cow, got up to hang the three-legged 
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milk stool on its peg, and stopped to pet the baby calf be-
fore closing the big barn door. As he stepped out into the 
yard, he gasped, and set down his milk pails while he gazed 
at the western sky beyond his woods. A low sea of tur~uoise 
was on fire with flames that reached up into the violet of 
descending night. Somehow the picture brought back to his 
mind the black-haired missionary from India--she whose eyes 
lit so that he couldn't tell whether they were blue or blackl 
Would she be back in this country by any chance? Julia 
Atwood. Perhaps Mr. Peters would ask the Missionary Commit-
tee (which was Fannie) to write and find out if she would 
like to come and talk again. Must be a pretty smart woman 
to handle herself out there in Asia all these years. Ap-
peared to be afraid of nothing when he saw her. Of course, 
she could have married someone else since she was at church; 
or retired; or even have died. Warren frowned, and explained 
to his dead wife: 
Abby, I wasn't forgetting you, but it's lonesome, and •••• 
But that doesn't mean that I don't still love you. 
There was a touch of spring in the air, new life from 
somewhere, a faint fragrance that he couldn't identify. The 
peepers would be going soon if they werdn 1 t already somewhere 
down below the meadow. He listened. Sure enoughl They 
had started. The sound made his blood run fast. 
The way I'm acting you'd think I was trying to be a young 
fellow again, he told hir~elf. How I ever got to be fifty-
eight, I'll never know. Guess I'll get a move on, and go over 
to see w~. Peters tonight. The corners of his lips turned 
up into a smile. 
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Warren's lips often relaxed into a smile. It was his 
long, thin nose that gave a stern expression to the upper 
part of his face--that combined with the determined look in 
his blue eyes. 
Warren had not been gone long that evening before Harry 
came in. 
~' Hapl How nice." Polly was surprised. 
"Saw the lantern on back of the carriage goin' down the 
hill, so I guessed Pa was setting off for some place, and came 
on down for a while." 
''Had your supper up there?'' 
"Yes, but I wouldn't mind a cup of coffee and a piece of 
apple pie. How 1 d you make out with your spring oleaning? 11 
"I went at the parlor today; washed all three windows--
twenty-four panes to a window; seventy-two in all just in 
that one room. But they make it look real homey, especially 
when they're just washed and the curtains done up fresh." 
"Up there to camp I got to wondering if this place would 
ever seem like home to me." 
"Oh?" Polly tried to hide her dismay. 
"I got to wondering," he continued,"how you'd like to 
live in a nice modern house back in my home town, some place 
with good wide panes of glass, and maybe a bathroom. You 
could have gas for light instead of kerosene lamps that you 
have to clean and fill all the time. There'd be coal for the 
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stove so we wouldn't have to tote wood all the time. We 
might even have a furnace in the cellar. We'd have neighbors 
all around us; other young folks with children. Stores would 
be handy. We could go to a show once in a while." 
"Those things are all right, but I like this house and 
farm, and I like my neighbors in this town. Someday, we can 
put in more improvements here. Electric lights would be good 
like what we had when I was at Normal School." 
"What did you make of the sidewalks when you were there?" 
"Oh, fun, at first. After that, I didn't notice until 
I was back home again, and then the dirt paths along beside 
the road seemed so easy on my feet again, and pretty, too." 
"Did you ever see a movie while you were away?" 
"You know I've never seen one." 
Hap sighed; his sarcasm seemed lost on his wife, so he 
tried again more soberly. 
"Look, Polly, what 's going to happen when the sugaring 
is over and Pa and I are working together more again? I 
don't take to his efforts to make a dirt farmer out of me on 
a hundred acres that are all his. And I'm tired of doing 
everything the Ames way. Up at camp there I have a little 
freedom, and I'd like more of the same." 
Polly thought for a minute--perhaps more time working 
separately would help to ease Harry and Pa back into more of 
a lasting peace. 
"Happy, what would you think of working on the roads 
this spring?" 
"Hm, I'd be out with the other fellows. Worth a try 
while you think over coming back to Klinkerburg with me. 
Pretty sure I could get back my old job with the telephone 
company." 
Klinkerburg •••• Pauline tried to give the city some 
thought, as Harry had asked, while she scrubbed an expanse of 
painted paneling in the living room. She shoved her tall 
step ladder along, and started another stretch. It was a 
long job which allowed her plenty of time to think. 
Suppose she did move to Klinkerburg with the children, 
would Hap be any steadier there than here? On this farm she 
could raise the children so they would know how to take care 
of a pretty sure inheritance. There could be a good life here 
for the whole family, including her grandchildren if she had 
any--if only Harry and her father eould get along better. 
Of course, Hap wasn't the only city man to find it hard 
to settle down to farming. Fred Hale had sunk some small 
amount of money he had made in a city into a poor buy of a 
ramshackle house and a few acres. It was in a worse state 
now than when he bought it. Everyone in town knew all about 
that; there was one thing they hadn't found out yet, though. 
A secret Bmile played around Polly's face as she recalled 
the excitement over the scandal at the Hales--Myrtle had left 
and taken the children with herl The extraordinary thing 
about it was that nobody had seen her go. Even the station 
agent at Centerville hadn't seen anybody answering her des-
cription go through where he worked. Funny, thought Polly, 
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that it would never cross their minds that Myrtle could go 
over to Laurel, pay cash on the train for fare, and go north 
instead of south. Everybody had a set notion that a person 
leaving Upton to go anywhere by train naturally headed toward 
Boston. 
Fred had torn all over town in a rage looking for any 
trace of them when he found his wife and children had gone; 
then he had filled up on liquor, and gone to bed. 
It might have been strong action, but Aunt Hannah had 
agreed with Polly that Myrtle should have the chance to leave 
if she wanted to, which she did. With his aunt and daughter 
being so minded, Warren had found the cash for the trip, and 
the women had handled the other arrangements. 
Noise of drunken bawling, slamming doors and stove covers 
might still come out of that house, but there'd be no more 
frightened screams. The children and Myrtle would be with her 
brother in Syracuse. 
Myrtle's disappearance had been quite a subject of dis-
cussion at Sadie Little's quilting party the day before, Polly 
remembered. Another matter that agitated the ladies was 
whether Aunt Hannah had attained some new social prestige in 
having Hazel with her to help around the house, or whether 
her status had been in any way jeopardized by the girl's pre-
sence. Then one and another remembered other times when 
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Aunt Hannah had gone out of her way to be kind and the fact 
that she had always held her peace about it afterwards, and 
the feeling of the ladies swung to respectful affection. Polly 
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also let it be known that Hazel was a good natured, quiet 
girl, and that she had been pleased to leave Debby and Bob 
with her that afternoon. 
Another topic of conversation had been Fannie Bushnell's 
election to the school board. ~uite an event to have a woman 
on it. That had come right after town meeting and elections. 
Of course, Polly knew the outcome of those, but she decided 
to take a rest from cleaning while the children were still 
having their naps • and see what the "Centerville Times" had 
to say about them. Most of the men elected had been in office 
before, often in the same capacity. 
The paper's report that there had been a lengthy discus-
sion of whether to allot money to increase the salary of the 
town teacher at the grammar school and to increase the libra-
ry apportionment was an amusing understatement. There had 
been a good row which ended with fifty-two dollars for the 
teacher and fifty dollars for Miss Bushnell to spend. Of 
course, they didn't have to put in all about the rumpus that 
went on before the final results were reached, for the whole 
town was out, and had taken heated part in it. 
Polly p oked through the other pages. Here was a line 
or two saying that the college baseball season had opened. 
Harry would soon be itching to get out to practice, and at 
the same time he was anxious to get back to the city. What 
would it be like to pull up stakes and go? 
She looked around the room. In the corner stood the 
grandfather's clock right where it had been ever since the 
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house was built, and still going "tick ••• tock, tick ••• 
tock." She had heard that rhythm all her life. The braided 
rugs on the floor had been made by her mother. One of them, 
she knew, was forty years old. She wondered what her mother 
would think of Robert whom she had never seen, of of the child 
that was on its way. Outside the little sparkling panes of 
glass, budded lilac bushes were caught in sunlight. Leave all 
this for Klinkerburg? 
But there! The youngsters were awake. That was Bobbie 
coming down stairs one step at a time. He came stumbling 
into the room toward her trying to rub sleep from his eyes. 
His cheeks were bright red from sleeping in the fresh, cool 
air, and his brown hair was rumpled into curls. Deborah, 
coming after him, sat down on the floor and showed her mother 
how she could tie her own shoes. 
And they were thinking of moving into the city where the 
children would be exposed to diphtheria, scarlet fever, mumps, 
and all the other deadly contagious diseases, while out here 
on the farm they could grow up with a much better chance of 
escaping them. No, it was settled. There would be no 
Klinkerburg for them. The family must somehow learn to live 
in peace where it was. That shouldn't be too hard to do, 
should it? 
At the end of the afternoon, Harry telephoned that he 
was at Aunt Hannah's; she wanted him to stay for supper. Later 
in the evening, he came in happy and talkative. 
"Know what she wanted of me?" 
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"No," said Polly. 
"My advice about what to do around her farm since she ex-
pects there will be three of them living there soon--Hazel, 
the baby, and herself. I'm to pick out a good cow and horse 
for her and a few chickens. Told me where she thought I 1d 
find good ones. Remarkable woman." 
That, thought Polly, sounded peculiar, for Auntie knew 
as much about buying livestock as any man in town, and wasn't 
apt to lean on one for his advice. Hm, maybe Hap could take 
on more of the ways of a far.mer when he was the man of the 
place, so to speak. Hushl she warned l::e rself. 
Warren did all the spring plowing on his place alone 
that year. With long legs astride, and powerful muscles 
guiding the single-bladed plow, he and Ned turned furrow 
after furrow of shining soil. After that he harrowed, and 
then sowed some fields to oats and clover. By driving himself 
hard he was just about able to keep pace with what had to be 
done by Decoration Day, the last date he allowed himself for 
planting. 
He might have succeeded in getting the work done by 
himself if rain hadn't come to wash away earth from peas that 
were starting up. The sprouted seed was brought to the sur-
face, and eaten by the birds. The weather didn't clear until 
close to the holiday. After that the soil had to dry out 
a little before Warren could start planting again, and it was 
work he couldn't hurry. He had to allow certain depth for 
certain vegetables, a high dry area for muskmelon, strawberries, 
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asparagus, and a low damp section for onions, tomatoes, let-
tuce, and cucumbers. Different kinds of seed had to be 
dropped at different spaces in the ground. It all took time, 
and Warren's prospects of producing his usual fine crops this 
year were already poor unless he had help, and there was no 
hired help to be had. If he could bring him£elf to ask Harry 
to stay home from working on the roads to help--but it was so 
obvious that this was an emergency1 Polly finally bridged the 
gap between the two men. 
"For goodness sake, give Pa a hand for a while, Hap. He 
needs you1" 
"Needs me, does he?" 
Harry did go to work with his father-in-law, but slipped 
off before supper each day to practice ball with his team. 
The fact that Warren continued to plant through the twilight 
as long as he could see made no difference to Harry. TWo big 
games were coming up on Decoration Day, one in the morning, 
one in the afternoon, and he wasn't going to miss playing in 
them. Once, when he had first come to Upton, he had gone with 
the family to the cemetery that day. And once was enough for 
hin to sit in the democrat and listen to a sermon from the 
band stand in the grave yard, even though a few Civil War 
veterans did sit up there, and there was a little band music 
to be heard. Someone else could honor "the sacred memory of 
the dead;" he was going to play ball, and get ready for it 
with the rest of the team. They might not make the headlines 
of the Boston sports pages, but there would be a write-up in 
the "Centerville Times" ••• "Happy Brown cracks another 
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homerl" And a picture of Happy Brown showing his two-year-
old, Bobbie, what to do with a ball. 
The afternoon before the holiday, Harry was off on his 
bicycle early, leaving Warren to toil on by himself. Through-
out the evening, he continued dropping corn into hills, and 
gently covering the kernels with loam down one long row and 
up the next. He had to grow corn enough for the silo to feed 
the stock, cracked corn in cribs for the hens, corn on the cob 
for the table this summer, aside from what Polly might want 
to put away in mason jars against next winter. Steadily he 
went on after sundown with a vision in his mind of green 
stalks rising from the earth to spread in long rustling leaves 
and make a glorious shining field. 
Stars and sickle moon were out as Warren labored to 
finish his work. His back was tired, his legs lame, and his 
patience had exhausted itself a long time before, and still 
he went on animal fashion on some second or third wind. When 
the children were asleep, Polly came out to help him. They 
were just putting their tools away and shutting up the barn 
for the night when Harry came rolling home on his wheel, but 
they were too tired to give him more than a stolid greeting, 
and he slid out of sight and off to bed quickly. 
"We made it, Pa," said Polly by way of goodnight. 
"Made it; plant in r s done." 
On Decoration Day Hap was off to his big games after 
taking brief share in routine chores. Pauline would bring 
the children with her and drive to Centerville to watch him 
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pitch the afternoon game, but in the morning would go with 
Warren and Aunt Hannah to the burial ground above the church. 
The cemetery there was a serene place. The grass was 
cut only if some man felt like using a scythe here or there 
once in a while. For flowers, wild strawberries bloomed, and 
there were one or two rose and syringa bushes people had set 
out, and some moss pinks. A white picket fence ran along on 
the side of the entrance; otherwise, the place was surrounded 
by pines and elms planted long ago. 
Warren felt that the peace of the place was somehow dis-
turbed by the exercises held at the band stand that some had 
seen fit to erect a while back. To his mind, they hindered 
what was religious more than they dedicated or hallowed. How-
ever, that was what folks thought they wanted, and Aunt Hannah 
liked to have Civil War veterans remembered at that time, so 
the family sat together in the democrat as usual during the 
services. Warren was glad when they were over, and thankful 
to get home and rest. His celebration of a few hours of 
leisure was to sit down in a chair in his yard, watch the 
birds come and go from around the old well, remember by-gone 
days, and wonder about the future--whether, for instance, 
Miss Atwood would come back to preach this summer. He hoped so. 
As for Harry, his league lost in the morning, won in the 
afternoon, and lost again when the tie was played off that 
evening. The next day he was up at day break to ride his 
bicycle over to John Whiting's to ask about more work on the 
roads. Not content with the pay offered, he went on to Cen-
terville to look for an opening in the branch of the telephone 
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company there. Finding none, he telephoned Klinkerburg, far-
ther south, and was told tmt a temporary position was open. 
A man was out ill, and someone was needed to take his place 
until he got back. 
When Harry called back the farm with this news, he beard 
a long in-drawn breath from Polly. After a long silence, she 
said, 
~ell, I suppose it's all right. You say it's just tem-
porary?" 
"The job may last a month." 
"Haying's coming soon up here." 
"I know it. Pa will have to get someone else to help 
him with that. I'm going." 
After another silence, Pollyasked, "You'll stay at your 
sister's down there?" 
"Yes, she'll put me up." 
Polly's voice sounded decisive as she said, "I'm coming 
down to Centerville to see you off. Meet me at the depot in 
two hours." 
She rushed through some work, hitched up Prince, put the 
children in the wagon to drop them off at Aunt Hannah's, and 
only waved to her father who looked up pu~zled from the field 
as he saw her driving down the hill. Not like Polly to go off 
without telling where she was going and when she would be back. 
It was odd, thought, Warren, but nothing could be seriously 
wrong or she'd surely stop to give some explanation. She 
wasn't one to act in a way that was not responsible, even though 
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she did have some mischief in her. 
In the short half hour that Polly had with Harry before 
the train left she tried once more to bring him to her point 
of view about life in Upton versus that in Klinkerburg. But 
Hap felt that he was ahead in the argument. 
"I' 11 work into a permanent job, and that will be our 
chance to move on down there." 
"When you get there, take a good look at the place, and 
see if it strikes you now to be as good as what you have been 
remembering." 
"Don't worry; a steady week's pay will strike me good, 
and you., too." 
Polly's fingers worked restlessly on the arm of the sta-
tion bench as if she were trying to gather its grooves into 
the palm of her hand. So he was bound to go? 
"It's going to be very lonesome up there on the hill 
without you., Happy., especially evenings." 
"I'll call you." 
She shifted to a more comfortable position. "You know., 
dear, the baby's due in another six weeks," she reminded 
him., and bit her upper lip. 
"Oh, we' 11 be together one place or the other by then." 
"But I can't move right now in any easel" 
"No1 Well., here comes the train. I 111 call you tomor-
row night sure." 
"Oh., Harryl" 
Polly's spirits sank lower and lower as she drove back 
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to Upton alone. Giving way to discouragement, she let the 
reins drop against the dashboard, and Prince, unguided, slowed 
his pace to ~ standstill, and then began to crop grass beside 
the road. Polly looked up at the impudent, brazen sun shin-
ing away just as if she were not unhappy. Too bad Nature didn't 
have more sympathy for people. The birds were singing just 
as brightly as if there was nothing wrong. And here she was 
pregnant with her husband gone off down country. How Hap 
could find it in his heart to leave right now with the baby 
near due, and at a hard time of year for her father, was more 
than she could see. Then the unborn child kicked, and she 
groaned, 
"Oh, no1 Not another athlete like your father. One in 
the family's enough." 
She picked up the reins again, and clucked at the horse. 
What would she tell people about Harry? Why, not much of 
anything. The whole town probably knew by now just what had 
happened, except perhaps for Pa and Aunt Hannah. The neigh-
bors might wait for her to tell them herself. Everybody had 
been watching Harry grow more and more restless living on the 
Ames farm, and it was common knowledge that he had been out 
playing ball while she and her father had finished the plant-
ing. She surmized that one big reason why Harry was in a 
hurry to leave was that he felt he was out of favor in the 
town. She also guessed that her father would not be too sur-
prised when she came to tell him the news. 
When Polly stopped to pick up the children at her Aunt's, 
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she noticed that Hazel, grown heavy like herself, was very 
sober. Approaching childbirth for her couldn't be far off. 
At that thought, Polly's self-pity drained away. 
"Oh, Harry," she sighed to herself. "You could be a lot 
worse. God may know where Hazel's man is, but nobody else 
seems to, and here she is with none of her own family to care 
for her. No time for me to weaken." 
That night Polly had a chance to talk to her father. She 
had been right--he was not astonished at Hap 1s leaving. 
"Do you suppose Reuben Black could come over to help 
you?" she asked. "I can't go out haying with you in my con-
dition." 
"Perhaps his father would spare him for a day or so if 
I asked. Who are you goin 1 to git in to do the housework and 
mind the children when your time comes?" 
"Oh, I suppose Emma Foster. She wasn't too bad before, 
and with her being the nearest neighbor, she'd feel bad if 
I didn't ask her. Of course, she's in the habit of jawing at 
Hughie, and I 1 11 have to tell her somehow to keep her tongue 
off the children; but she is reliable, and thernts nobody any 
cleaner. She makes a religion of cleanliness." A glint of 
fun came back into Polly's eyes. "Papa •••• " 
"Hm?" 
"You know what I heard? She's laid down the law to 
Hughie now that he can't step foot on her kitchen floor when 
he comes in from outside unless he first changes his shoes for 
slippers. Either that, or he has to wear rubbers around the 
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farm work. Another thing, you know, she says he can't smoke 
his pipe in the house, and he rarely has one out of his mouth. 
As a result, he's hardly been indoors since spring except to 
eat and sleep. And he can't sleep with her unless it's on a 
Saturday night sometime right after he's had a bath, and you 
know how he hates to take a bathl" 
Warren tried to keep from smiling so as not to encourage 
Polly in gossiping about the neighbors. He offered no opin-
ion about how the Fosters lived, and Polly's thoughts went 
back to Harry. 
"You know, Papa, Harry has been working up the notion 
that it might be good for ma and the children to move down 
there to Klinkerburg with him. You don't want us to go, do 
you, Pa?" 
The expression on Warren's face agreed with his deci-
sive "No. 11 
CHAPTER 4 
Warren was on his knees weeding the garden--a job that 
was never finished. Once he got these weeds out, he intended 
to cover the ground with mulch, and see if that wouldn't help. 
It was a pesky, sweaty task, and a tedious one, yet he was 
happy. The missionary woman whom he had found exciting, 
Miss Julia Atwood, had written to Mr. Peters that she was in 
this country and that she would be very happy to come and re-
new friendship with the church at Upton of Which she held 
very fond memories. Her only regret was that a crowded sche-
dule would not allow the visit before the end of August. She 
spoke warmly of Miss Bushnell of the Missionary Committee 
whose correspondence over the years, she said, had been a 
source of courage and inspiration! {Fannie, plain old every-
day Fannie, an inspiration?) 
He squatted down to pull at a clump of witch grass, us-
ing the leverage of knees for extra strength. It took a 
steady, hard, long drag to budge that stuff once it got its 
roots down. Was it going to give? Umphl Warren found him-
self on his back. He rolled over to get up, and saw a snake 
in the next row engaged in swallowing a hop toad. Warren 
jumped up, grabbed his hoe, and brought it down on the back 
of the snake's head. And the little toad went hopping away, 
probably after its next meal of bugs, while Warren finished 
off the snake. He then fell to wondering at the mind rof the 
Creator and the way life preyed on life. Which forms did He 
favor: snake or toad; fox or chicken; owl or rabbit; weasel 
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or cat; man or microbe? There was everlasting warfare right 
through nature. Going by the story of the fall and redemp-
tion by grace, that had not been part of the Almighty's plan 
originally. But to Warren's mind that story created as many 
questions as it answered. 
However, there was one question he'd have to answer very 
soon, and that was what to preach about on Children's Sunday. 
Mr. Peters was to be away, and no theological student would 
be available. Warren was going to have to take his turn in 
the pulpit sooner than he had expected. Of course, most of 
the time would be taken up with recitations and singing by 
the children, and with handing out Bibles and diplomas; also, 
names could be called out with slow and proper dignity; and 
he could pick out lengthy hymns and a good long Psalm and 
scripture passage. And if the service did come to a close 
five minutes early, no one would be disappointed, for the 
congregation was not minded to lend a willing ear to anyone 
else than Mr. Peters as yet. 
With all that, however, Warren would still have to talk 
for at least ten minutes. All right, then, he would extend 
the long prayer--not hard for him to do; he was used to pray-
ing often and long at Thursday night prayer meetings. He 
would thank God for many blessings, and name them one by onel 
The weather--rain, shine, snow, sleet, or hail; shower, drizzle, 
or tempest; the rainbow that often arched the mountains after 
a sudden thunder storm in summer. (He could hold forth on the 
weather for a good while, and thank God for it all impartially, 
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good and bad alike.) He could thank Him for the earth, the 
fertile valley of Moody River, for blossoming fields, for 
everything green (with the exception of poison ivy), for roses 
that bloomed for Children's Day, for family life, and so on, 
and on, and on. But allowing time for all that, he couJd re-
duce that sermon to no less than seven minutes. 
Warren was reminded of a recent candidate who claimed he 
led the congregation in prayer best when he remained out of 
it himself, and just worked levers for others, so to speak. 
Stop praying in the name of prayerl 
He bent to yank out a growth of rag weed, and out with 
its roots came some young string beans. Should be asermon 
around that somewhere. Oh, yes, tares and wheat. Didn't sound 
just right for the children on their day. Then what? A story? 
\Vhat did Debbie and Bob want to know when they questioned him 
at home? Whether Jesus had to eat oatmeal like them for break-
fast; whether his grandfather kept cows; was he ever naughty; 
when did his father die; was the Holy Ghost his other mother 
the same way God was his other father, or were they really 
his grandparents who had died and gone to heaven; what time 
did he have to go to bed at night, and couldn't he have drinks 
of water after he was in bed; did Joseph teach him to play 
ball? 
None of that seemed quite suited to Sunday morning ser-
vice. Perhaps something would come to him during the next 
ten days that he could set down and then read off when the 
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time came. Whatever he had to say would amuse his old friend 
and fellow deacon, Tom Little; he could count on that. 
Then, not too few, but too many possible subjects came 
tumbling through his mind. He couldn't settle on any one of 
them, and it didn't help any that as the heat of the after-
noon bore down, he grew more and more irritable toward Harry 
for going off and leaving him to do alone work that had been 
planned for the two of them. Under his wide-brimmed straw 
hat, his face was florid with heat; his blue shirt was wet 
with sweat and clinging to his body, and he was covered with 
dust. His ire against Hap increased with his own discomrort 
until he heard himself muttering: I could hate that happy-
go-lucky playboy for sliding out from under just when the 
going gets hard. 
Hate? That was bad business for someone who was going 
'to have to get up in the pulpit and preach before long. How 
do you stop hating once you start? Do something for the hated 
one? Wal', wasn't he? Do more? What? Pray for him? No; 
not then, anyway; he didn't feel like it. 
Tired and stiff, Warren stretched out in the shade of 
an apple tree near a stone wall for a few minutes' rest from 
the sun. Slowly the curve in the small of his muscular back 
straightened as it relaxed toward the ground, and his knees 
began to unbend. His breathing deepened, and the world faded. 
A few disconnected words rose from the darkness of his mind, 
and he roused enoughto realize that they made no sense. He 
felt as though he were falling, retrieved himself, and fell 
back again into a sleep where through his mood of hate ran 
silvery trumpet strains: "In the cross, in the cross, be my 
glory ever ••• be my glory ever, 'till my ransomed soul shall 
find rest beyond the river." 
"Sh, he's asleepl" 
Warren opened his eyes to see Deborah standing over him, 
looking down with interested grey eyes, and Bobbie just as 
curious beside her--he must have been snoring, which always 
struck the children as a great wonder. 
"Mamma sent us down with a pail of water for you, Grandpa." 
Between them, the children had carried across the fields 
a big pail partly full of cold well water with a long-handled 
dipper resting in it. 
"That's real nice of you to tote that all the way down 
here." He sat up and drank deeply, and then started back to 
work with the children "helping" him for an hour, or so, be-
fore they all went with Lassie up to the pasture to bring in 
the cows. After all, if it weren't for their father, he 
wouldn't have these wonderful grandchildren. Could he not 
love Hap because of them? Love ••• now what was love? There 
was a subject for his sermonL With the topic selected, it 
shouldn't be hard to develop it. A person could make any job 
difficult if he tried; no need to wind oneself up in a lot of 
vague statements the way the young theological students did 
that came up there--talk all around a subject and never get 
to say anything direct about it. 
It looked to him as though his thoughts were born out the 
68 
next Sunday after meeting when the Pastoral Supply Committee 
tried to come to grips with a candidate who had just preached. 
To a question on doctrine, the young man from divinity school 
answered: 
"There are several theories in regard to the subject." 
"Which one do you hold?" 
"If I were to allow myself an opinion, to which I do not 
feel entitled, I might possibly incline toward the theology 
of the early Fathers to the extent that the weight of higher 
criticism is in essential agreement with them." 
11What do you believe your calling in the ministry to be?" 
"To bring God into the picture." 
Astonished faces were raised to see if the speaker him-
self had heard what he said or was at all aware of his arro-
gance, but he seemed quite unconscious of giving reason for 
offence. 
After a silence, Mr. Little inquired, "And just how do 
you propose to do that?" 
"As one of God's men bearing His immanence." 
"Suppose God is there 'in the picture' waiting to greet 
you when you arrive?" 
As the group dispersed, Tom Little, still wearing an 
expression that bespoke church business, murmured to Warren, 
"Thought he bore himself like he was carrying some thin 1 pre-
cious." 
"Does step gingerly, don't he? Don't seem to have much 
faith in the divine spark in other people. How 1d you like his 
calling God a •metaphysical absolute•?" 
"Didn't know what he meant any more than I think he did." 
"Wish we could persuade Peters to stay. Suppose if we 
raised his salary up to six h1.mdred a year that would do it?" 
asked Warren. 
"No, I don't." 
The two men walked out to the horse sheds as they talked. 
Life long friends as they were, each was so busy with his own 
work that they saw little of each other except in connection 
with the church. 
"What do you hear from Harry?" Tom looked up at Warren 
who stood a head taller than himself, lanky, and at ease for 
a moment in the June sunlight. 
"Talks to Polly on the phone. Wants her to go into the 
hospital at Centerville to have the baby." 
~at's she say to that?" 
"She's known too many women lost their babies there. 
She don't like hospitals anyway, and that one's far from the 
best. 11 
"I'll say; dreary old place, too." Then to change the 
subject, Tom asked, ~Nhat 1 s your subject for next Sunday?" 
"Love," said Warren, assured at least of his topic. 
"Love?" 
"A-yah." 
With a sly grin, Tom remarked mildly, "Good choice of 
one for a free man like you1 11 
110h, for goodness sake, Tom, don't get sillyl" 
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Tom got into his carriage, backed his pretty red mare 
out of her stall, and waved goodbye with a sweeping salute 
of his panama hat. Warren was reminded that Tom had always 
had a way wit4 the ladies--sort of courtly and gay. 
Warren considered his sermon as good as ready, having 
found a topic; that is, he did until he began to wonder what 
love was. Love. Love? Why, everybody knew what it was. 
Or did they? He did, anyway. It was ••• it was •••• Hm, 
his ideas weren't coming any too easily. He guessed he'd 
better collect what he knew from his own life, and see how 
that matched up with what St. John and St. Paul had to say, 
then set it down. During the coming week he made a few ob-
servations: 
1. Love within the family. (A family was all mixed up 
with members being related; hard to say where one stopped and 
the other began. Abby had been so close as to be inside him; 
they were of each other.) 
2. Deborah. Her grave eyes knew him. Knowledge could 
have to do with love. 
3. Bobbie loved the whole world; seemed to feel he was 
part of the universe, anyway; walked the earth as though in 
step with its rhythm. 
4. Polly? They all were part of her. 
5. Auntie? She seemed to include all humanity. She 
and Bobbie had somewhat in common. (Perhaps Bobbie was an 
Ames after all!) 
6. Harry? 
71 
He guessed he wouldn't consider Harry just then. And 
friendships probably had much the same elements as family 
love. Miss Atwood? He could hardly go so far as to say he 
loved her, though she did tease his thoughts. 
Debby was playing near him; he'd ask her what she thought. 
"What is love, Deborah?" 
She looked up at the question; threw her arms around his 
neck, and kissed his cheek. 
Warren wrestled with ideas about love for the next few 
days until by Sunday morning his respect for a good preacher 
had greatly increased. As he stood to address the congrega-
tion, panic seized him for an instant, but on seeing Aunt 
Hannah sitting erect and waiting to hear him, he took heart, 
and went on to speak without depending on what he had written. 
"I wish to speak this morning of love which is of God. 
We all know love, yet I. find it hard to say what it is. As 
far as I can tell, it appears to be a state, or a spirit in 
which we are all one and of each other, so tht t what each 
one does affects all ••• a body we can't see or touch of which 
we are all a part. Cruelty, hatred, jealousy wrench it, and 
hurt the soul, just as love comforts the soul. 
"Let me read to you from St • .John. • ••• 
"Now, as God loves the world, and humanity is kin, with 
one Father in common, we cannot entirely live to ourselves 
in our little community here in the mountains. This is why 
we support missions, and have invited Miss Atwood to return 
to talk to us later this summer. We are remote here, and have 
our own ways of doing, but if we become isolated in spirit 
we go against Christian love. 
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"Love is a oneness with each other, with those who have 
died; there is a communion of saints, and with God through 
Jesus. 
"Now, will those whose names I call come forward to re-
ceive their copies of the Bible. Reuben Black •••• " 
In the vestibule after the service, one and another 
stopped to speak to Warren, and he was slightly disappointed 
that they didn't seem much moved one way or another by what 
he had had to say. Even John Whiting, the most beligerant of 
the congregation, found nothing with which to take issue. 
When Fannie came along with "Seemed like you put a lot 
into that,tt he was pleased that someone reacted to what he 
had said, and the fact that the comment came from his old 
schoolmate who had always wanted to outsmart the class was 
agreeable also--unless she meant that if he were half as 
bright as she, he wouldn't have had to try so hard? At his 
nod of acknowledgment, she paused to add, 
"You know, those are my very ideasltt 
"Oh?" 
Her "very ideas" had come out of his sweat, his brains. 
And Tom Little, their old red headed friend, didn't help 
matters by going by just then and winking at him. He'd still 
like to take a poke at Tom sometimes now the same way he had 
when they were nine-year-olds. Why? Oh, just for thinking 
some things were funny that weren't, or acting too knowing. 
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And that was love? Never mind, the sermon was over. 
On the way home, Aunt Hannah, speaking loud enough so 
that both he and she could hear, told him, "I couldn't hear 
much of what ye said, but ye did seem to be tryin', so ye 
probably did all right." 
She looked pleased with him, so Warren took what she 
said as a compliment. "Thank ye, Auntie." 
"You know, Warren, n she went on_to talk, "I have Hazel 
on my mind. I find her a deAr girl, and I'd even go so far 
as to adopt her and the baby, too, when it's born, except 
that I 1m wary of her folks. It may be best to let things be 
for now." 
11Did the sheriff track down that feller of mrs, David 
whatLs-his-name?" 
"Thinks he may have been one of the unidentified people 
in that awful train wreck this side of Boston last winter." 
"Possible. Wal 1 , goodbye, Auntie. Tell Hazel to give 
us a ring if you or she want anything." 
His first Sunday sermon was overl When his turn came 
again, it ought not to be quite so hard. He surely would not 
preach on one such word as ~ again. 
Back at the farm, Warren put Prince away in the barn; he 
remembered that he had let Ned and Jake out to pasture the 
night before; he'd better get them back under cover this after-
noon where they'd be ready to hitch to the mowing machine 
first thing in the morning. Time to start haying, a job which 
he didn't look forward to doing alone. And there was not just 
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haying waiting for him, anywhere he looked he saw work piled 
up and waiting. As he stopped to survey his garden, a startled 
woodchuck bounded into its hole. There it was--every summer: 
kill woodchucks, or let them kill his garden; kill a snake, 
or let it eat a toad that would eat bugs that would otherwise 
eat his garden. Yet, in theory, he didn't believe a man 
should kill. It said right in the Bible not to. Neverthe-
less, he covered a hole with a large rock, located a second 
hole, and covered that so that the woodchuck could not leave 
by his other door while he went to draw pails of water. The 
children trailed after him on his way back full of excitement 
and asking: 
Are you going to drown it, Grandpa? Is it all right to 
kill a woodchuck? Will it hurt him as much as a trap would? 
"He'll die pretty qu~ck this way. He can't live off 
our food. Long as we pour in plenty of water ····" 
That job done, they started back toward the house only to 
find that the hens were out and scattered; they were picking 
up grain from the barn floor, tugging at worms near the kit-
chen sink drain, eating green grass that flourished around 
the well, and standing around in the driveway. 
"Bobbie, did you go in there and then forget to turn the 
knob on the gate when you came out?" The question was an-
swered with silence. "Then run into the house and ask your 
mother to please come out and help us gi t these hens in." 
The others were armed with brooms and a long wooden rake 
when Polly joined them to help shoo in the chickens. Together 
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they stealthily steered the flighty birds toward the cracked 
corn Which Warren had sprinkled in a path leading through the 
hen house gate. One after another, the Plymouth Rocks strolled 
inside the wire fence, and Polly had started back to the house 
with the children when the Rhode Island Red darted out the 
gate just as Warren was closing it. "stay out, then,Fannie, 
where the fox can git yel" 
In a surge of exasperation he hurled his rake in the 
direction of the squawking fowl. Unbalanced with the motion, 
he slipped on a pebble, tried to save himself from falling, 
and in the attempt twisted his body as he sprawled. Upon 
getting up he decided he was more shaken than anything else, 
and was glad to join the others for a delayed Sunday dinner. 
However, when Warren attempted to rise from his nap that 
afternoon, he was very stiff, and it took him time to straigh-
ten to a standing position. The chores took longer than 
usual because of a crick in his back that was aggravated with 
motion. His footsteps dragged almost to a stop. Meeting 
would have to go on without him that night. The best he could 
do was to ease himself cautiously into his bed. 
"Should I call Dr. White, Pa?" Polly asked anxiously from 
the doorway. 
"course not; I ain't dyin'." 
Polly crossed the room to look out of the window. "Oh, 
Pa, there's the Red hen pacin' back and forth outside the 
fence as if she were all worked up to a frenzy. 
"Probably just occurred to her that hawks come around at 
night. Wal', let her in if she's so turrible anxious to 
git back inside." 
The ringing of the telephone interrupted, and in the 
conversation that followed, Warren heard Polly telling Harry 
about his mishap before he was able to stop her. When she 
hung up, she had to answer a knock at the kitchen door where 
Hugh Foster was waiting. He stood there looking just as he 
always did, Sunday or weekday, in h~ blue overalls and jacket 
and cap. The only thing different from usual was that he had 
moved his pipe from mouth to hand. 
nwon't you step inside?" Polly invited politely as she 
swung open the screen door. 
"Thank you," he came into the kitchen, and shyly took 
off his cap. It was the first time she had seen him bare-
headed in a few years, and was surprised to see that the top 
of his head had grown bald. 
"Nice evening out," Polly said by way of asking what was 
on his mind. 
11Ayah, breeze enough to blow the mosquitoes away from 
pesterin'." He sought for a way to state his errand. 
Polly knew it was risky to inquire for his wife, Emma, 
since she had heard of no declaration of peace between the 
two. 
"Well, have a chair and sit down," she offered. 
"No thanks, I've been a-settin'; fact is, I was settin' 
out in my orchard when I seen your father crossin' the yard. 
Looked like he was havin' a little trouble walkin', not that 
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I want to interfere none because as I always say the only way 
to be a good neighbor is to mind your own business, but I 
just thought I'd take a stroll up here, it bein' a nice evenin' 
and all." 
Tears started in Polly's eyes, "That's real kind of you. 
Papa fell this afternoon and did something to his back--
what, I don't know. He says it's just a crick." 
'~on't have the doctor, I suppose." 
"No. Come in and say 'hello' to him." 
Upon entering his neighbor's bedroom, Hughie asked cheer-
fully, ~at you tryin' to do to yerself, War'n?" 
"Nawthin' much." Warren grinned at him. "Just a slight 
sprain. Better already." 
"Uh-huh. I was just out takin' a walk and stopped by. 
Think you'll be able to work outside tomorrow?" 
"Sartin, this is temporary." 
'~hat you plannin' to do?" 
"Start cuttin' ." 
"Wal 1 , if by any chance you don't get around to it right 
off I'll be through mine and can give you a hand soon." 
The next morning, ae Warren was straining to reach for 
his shoes, Debby came into his room. "Hand me those like a 
good girl, n he asked her. 
Then he found that he could barely cross one leg over 
the other, and that only by stretching could he pull on his 
boots with his fingertips. 
"I'll tie them for you, Grandpa." She was sliding laces 
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under the hooks when Warren looked out and saw Hughie crossing 
the yard toward the barn milk pail in either hand. Relieved 
of the imperative need to get up and go about the milking him-
self, Warren was grateful to be able to lie back on his bed. 
The morning hours dragged very slowly. When he tried to 
rise again, pain gripped him. He was frustrated; he was also 
insulted that such a slight mishap should incapacitate him. 
It was humiliating. And all on account of that Red henl Once 
the children interrupted his thoughts by tiptoing into his 
room to watch him with large, quiet eyes. Bobbie patted his 
hand. "Does your back hurt bad, Grandpa?" 
Stretched out on his four-poster feather bed, Warren turned 
one way and another until he found the limits of free motion 
without pain. He tried arranging and rearranging the bolster 
and pillows, but only succeeded in shifting discomfort from 
here to there, and pushed them all away. In boredom, he 
studied the ceiling, and began-making pictures, weird and 
grotesque, from its cracks and slight discolorations, until 
he tired of the fancy. Then he turned on his side toward the 
wall of yellow roses. He and Abby had carefully papered the 
room together. There was the very place around the lintel of 
the door where they had joked about precise matching, although 
no one in the world but themselves would ever notice. Then, 
after a while, the flowers seemed to close in on him and add 
to his loneliness. Rolling over towards the windows, he 
caught the fragrance of his wife's syringa bush blossoming 
outside in the sunshine, and bit his lip to keep fram crying. 
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Hoping to change his mood, he turned to lie kitty corner on 
the bed with his head hanging out over the edge, and fell 
into a study of the wide, unpainted pine boards of the floor. 
Natural wood was nice in a bedroom, he thought--no put on 
about it, yet the beauty of the grain was there to enjoy. He 
reached down and slapped it with the palm of his hand, taking 
pride in a genuine thing that needed no coat of paint or 
varnish except for protection if it was used some places. Too 
bad everything in the world had to have its defense--even the 
good heart. Took courage to bear a naked heart, even for 
the best of men, and as for courage, he didn't pretend to lay 
claim to much of that when he was so scared of speaking in 
public, for one thing, and always braced himself when Fannie 
came near him, for another. He wondered if she sensed that, 
and sometimes plagued him for spite. What if he were to give 
her a little attention some day--would it scare her away? 
Maybe; or it might make her worse; more of a risk than he 
wanted to take. If she hadn't reminded him of his Rhode Island 
Red in the first place, he wouldn't be lying in his bed in 
agony right now. 
Oh, well, by afternoon he should be up and on his feet 
again. The trouble was he'd hardly been sick a day in his 
life and didn't know how to take a little muscle strain, he 
told himself. Ouchl His back 1 That was a sharp one--good 
thing it didn't keep up like that, yet here he was all knotted 
up from the calves of his legs to his shoulders. Couldn't 
seem to undo. ~uiet ••• quiet ••• relax ••• let go; easy now, 
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you're not prying up a boulder with a crowbar--just let go; 
this bed will hold me up, you don't need to grab on so tight, 
he admonished his muscles. There ••• they were beginning to 
ease ••• that was better •••• Ahl 
He was just falling into a light sleep when Debbie and 
Bob entered the room again with their mother after them, "Come, 
children, your grandfather wants to rest. 
"What time is it?" Warren asked. 
"Near nine." 
"Seems as though it should be closer to one. There's so 
much to be done, and here I am alyin' in bed. Strawberries 
will ripen and rot before I get to pick them." 
"I'm going to ask Mr. Peters' boy, John, if he wants to 
work. He might like to earn a few cents." 
Only nine o'clock? How was it time could keep changing 
its pace--slow one time, fast another? He watched the path 
of sunlight widen across the floor, and wondered how long it 
took to cover a fifteen-inch board. That would be one way 
to tell time--sundial fashion. Time ••• how long had been 
those seven minutes of his sermon yesterday, and what on earth 
had he been trying to say? Folks must have thought he'd gone 
foolish trying to tell them what love was. He squirmed. And 
what was all that advice he had to give about why not to be 
provincial, when the truth was that Upton was a beacon light 
up there in the hills showing what the rest of the world should 
be like. Long's it didn't hide its light under a bushel •••• 
Knowing that missionary woman was coming back had probably 
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carried him away. 
What was that? A whirring sound in the driveway? Lassie 
started to bark; the children shouted; the screen door slammed; 
Polly's voice called "Harryl 11 
Warren wanted to shout for joy with the rest--the other 
man of the house was homel He wiped tears of relief from the 
corners of his eyes. Presently, Hap was in the room standing 
beside him, and after a second's hesitation took his hand. 
"Hi, Pal" 
Warren smiled up at him--Harry must be good at heart, for 
he had come home when he knew he was badly needed. A few min-
utes l.ater, however, he overheard his son-in-law in the dining 
room telling Polly, 
"Oh, the job I had folded up. The fellow who was out 
sick got well and came back, that 1 s all." 
Wouldn't that take the gimp out of you, Warren asked 
hills elf. 
For a while Polly tried to wear down Warren's opposition 
to calling Dr. White over from Centerville, but all her urg-
ings only met with one question: how could a doctor under-
stand sickness without winding up serving Satan who lived in 
it and who could surely out-smart any human? She had not found 
the answer to that when toward the end of the week she found 
Dr. White tying his horse to the hitching post near the back 
door. 
"I'm glad you came, but how did you know we needed you?" 
she asked. 
"Aunt Hannah asked me to stop in. I just delivered a 
baby at her house." 
"You didl It's 
"'" • • • • 
ItA boy. He's fine." 
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Dr. White was a white-haired, rough and ready, heavy man 
with a huge abdomen. He got down slowly from the carriage 
that sagged to one side with his weight. 
"So your father fell?" 
As the went in through the house, Polly called a warning. 
"Someone to see you, Pa." 
"Vfho is it? Say •••• " Warren's face turned dark. "Did 
she call you? She's been trying to get me 1t • • • • 
11What 1s the matter, too proud to let a doctor look at 
you? No, your aunt sent me up here.n 
"Oh 
" •••• 
"Of course, if you don't want to see me, I can just go 
along about my calls." Dr. White picked up his bag. 
"You were at Aunt Hannah's this morning?" 
"Yes. Wish all deliveries went like that one." 
Warren's eyes lit. "Which is it?" 
"Boy. A nice little boy. Not a big baby, but he's per-
fect." The doctor set his bag down again, and drew up a 
chair. "Has a lot of straight black hair on his head and a 
soft down on his back." 
"Has he now 1" 
"Good little mother there, too. If she ever gets through 
at your aunt's, she can have a job at my house helping Mrs. 
White." 
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"How's your wife 1 s rheumatism?" 
"The same," he sighed. "Comes and goes, and comes again, 
each time a. little worse. Wish I could figure out that dis-
ease. Now, tell me what 1 s bothering you." 
Once started, Warren wanted to tell every last detail 
of his accident. 
"That's too bad. Now, let's see, can you stand? Good. 
Now bend forward while I press on your spine. Uh-hm. Now 
straighten. Hm-mm. Move this leg out ••••" 
Warren ventured, "It's my sacryiliac that went, isn't 
it?" 
"No, it isn't." The doctor answered with asperity. "And 
I think your spine's all right, too." 
"My spinel 11 
"Your 'spine'." 
"Never thought of that." 
"Most patients think too much. Good thing your muscles 
were tough--no fat on you to protect your bones." 
Warren took a sidewise glance at the doctor's well 
rounded front. 
"Now let me look at that knee you were complaining about. 
Yes • • • • Hm.-hm. Ligament 1 s pulled, that 1 s all; nothing to 
worry about. What we want to do is get you strapped up tight, 
and get some boards under this mattress so you'll have some-
thing hard to lie on. Then you lie on your face, and get 
Harry or Polly to apply some turkish towels wrung out of hot 
water to your back. Put a blanket over them to hold the damp 
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heat in, and that'll relieve some of this." 
"All right. What do you think of my general condition?" 
"Any other complaints?" 
"No." 
The doctor thumped, tested, listened, and said, "You're 
in good sound condition far as I can see. How old are you?" 
"Fifty-eight." 
"I'd say you're at least ten years younger than your age. 
Farming must agree with you. You'll probably live to be as 
old and spry as your aunt. I 1ve got to go now. Goodbye." 
Although the hot packs did help to relieve his taut 
muscles, time continued to drag wearily for Warren. He longed 
for endless nights to recede before daybreak and for the tire-
some days to close into twilight. In his enforced leisure he 
noticed sounds and smells of the out of doors he hadn 1 t time 
for ordinarily. Long after the bluebirds, pewees, and robins 
had quieted to occasional twitterings, he lay listening to 
whippoorwills calling from the old apple orchard, "Whip-poor-
will, whip-poor-will, whip-poor-rrrillll" Later an owl would 
quaver "Whoool" from down in the woods where he and Hap had 
seen a nest. Perhaps the dampness of dew made odors heavier, 
for he could distinguish jack roses and ferns as well as 
syringa and the sweetness of grass that Harry had cut with a 
scythe. 
Someti~,1es he woke in the night from the moonlight's 
resting on his face, or from Jake's stomping in his stall, or 
from the pain in his knee, or back. He got tired of his own 
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thoughts, and asked himself: What can I think about now? 
Not Fannie; no. Abby? About all he could do would be to get 
lonesome for her. Miss Atwood--a wonder she had never married. 
Wasn't for lack of good looks. Better not to dwell on her too 
much; she'd doubtless think him outside of her class. He 
tried to stay his mind on passages he had learned from the 
Bible, and thought he could never say the Twenty-third Psalm 
again without being reminded of this seige. 
It was not until Friday of his first week in bed that 
Warren heard the cheerful music of the mowing machine. Hap 
had gone at the job1 His chances of getting it done properly 
were pretty fair now, Warren thought, since Reuben Black had 
come to help Harry and Johnnie Peters. Reuben, having grown 
up on a farm knew the work to be done. The whole haying pro-
cess took more skill and know-how than a greenhorn would ever 
dream. The stuff had to be cut, dried where it lay, turned 
over to dry on the other side, collected into windrows and 
piled, packed onto the hay wagon, carried into the barn, and 
"mowed away"--all before the unpredictable weather could send 
rain in some cloudburst, or gather up a sudden thunder storm. 
If hay wasn't thoroughly dry, it would mould, and cause spon-
taneous combustion. Then barn, stock, and house might be gone 
in flames. 
Warren dragged himself out of bed, and went to tha window 
to scan the sky. It looked like good drying weather to his 
eye. He wondered what the paper would predict. As he stood 
to watch Harry cutting in the lower meadow, Debbie and Bob 
went running down the hill toward their father. 
"Come back here! Debbiel You and Bob come back here 
this minute!" His voice was sharp and loud. They stopped 
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in their flight to look back and see how much he meant it. 
"Right now!" Slowly, they returned, gloomy at being thwarted. 
"Pauline," Warren called to his daughter in the kitchen, 
ttbetter put the hasp on the door, and keep them in while the 
mowing machine's going. They're too young to know the danger 
of those blades." 
"All right, Pa. They've been just itching to get out 
ever since the machine started. The noise of it fascinates 
them, and they want to watch the hay fall. They slipped out 
while I was in the buttery." 
"Wal 1 , tell them to come in here and watch from my win~ 
dow. They can stand there and tell me how it's going." Then 
he muttered to himself: Pretty pass, having to lie here while 
other men do the haying on J113 own land. 
In the course of the morning, Polly came in with the mail, 
and sat down in a rocker. "It says here in the paper for the 
weather, 1Friday fair and hot, continued Saturday with some 
cloudiness late Saturday afternoon, with possible showers in 
the evening 1" 
"There's a good chance of gettin' most of whal:; 's been cut 
under cover by then providin' they hustle." 
"There's a letter here from Auntie for you." 
"Open it for me, will you?" 
Polly read the fine, precise penmanship: 
Dear Warren, 
I was sorry to hear about your fall, but 
am glad it was no worse. 
You should see the beautiful child that 
was born over here. His name is David Lewis 
Jones. I still would like to see better provi-
sion for him and his mother, and later, when 
you're up and able to handle things again over 
there yourself, I'm thinking of asking Harry 
to go to work and restore this far.m. Of course, 
he'll need some advice and help about it. And 
I thought, to give him some interest in what 
he'd be going, I might deed him a portion of 
land now, with the balance to go to him when 
I die, and the house to Polly--with the provi-
sion that Hazel can call this home as long as 
she and David need it (I su~pose up until he's 
some certain age, don't you). If I were to 
'leave Hazel anything direct, I'm afraid her 
folks would try to get it away from her. While 
she has nothing, they won't bother her, I'm 
pretty sure. 
Do you see any objection to my plan, or 
have a better one? Does it do right by them 
all? Tell me your mind on it. 
Anyway, Warren, as I told Hap earlier, we 
need a horse again over here, and a cow, pigs, 
and hens. Jog him along on it when he's through 
haying, will you? 
Love to all. Hope to get over to see you 




"Look at Auntie trying to take care of us all. Do you 
think it's safe for her to drive a horse again?" 
"If it's a mild one; or Hazel could drive, either." 
"What do you think about restoring the old place?" 
"Have to give it thought. Fields have run to briars and 
goldenrod; they'd have to be turned under, and new hay sown. 
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There's a lot of brush to be cut back that's grown in on her 
meadowland. I don't know how much can be done this summer. 
Her barn needs some new planks before she can put a horse in 
there. You can sink a lot of work and money into bringing 
back an old place. Of course, that one would come to you in 
time, anyway, along with this one." 
"Yes, but I'd like to see Harry own a little property 
now, Papa. As Auntie says, it wouid give him more of a stake 
in his wor-k. tt 
"Wal'; I'll see if I can't help to get things going over 
there, then." 
"Oh, Papa, I'm gladl" 
Warren was considering the practical details involved in 
the plan, while Polly opened the Centerville newspaper, and 
turned to the column with news about Upton. 
"Got your name in the paper, Papal" 
"They have?" 
"Yupl It says here, •Friends are distressed to learn that 
Mr. Warren Ames is confined to his bed as a result of injuries 
sustained from a fall a week ago Sunday afternoon at his farm. 
His condition is considered good, but he must remain immobil-
ized for a time. Since Mr. Ames is very active in town and 
church affairs, his presence will be sorely missed until his 
recovery is complete.' Now, isn't that nice?" 
"Who put that in?" 
"Couldn't say, but Fannie might have; she was talking to 
me the other day on the phone and used something the same words." 
"She ••• 1" 
"There's not a single word in here about David's being 
bornl Well, there will be next week; I'll see to that, my-
self." 
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"Don't borrow trouble. What else is there for news?" 
"Here's something: 'Miss Fannie Bushnell was delegate 
to the state Women's Suffrage association conference held at 
the Capitol Thursday. 1" 
"I sh'think between the library, the School Committee, 
and the choir she'd have enough to do without gittin 1 mixed 
up in votes for women." 
"You have to admire her, though." 
11 I do?'t 
"Why? Don 1 t you think women should vote?" 
"Only a few I ever knew that should-~y mother, your 
mother, you, Aunt Hannah, and Deborah. 11 
Soon the telephone began to ring. Friends had read the 
news and felt chagrined for not having called sooner. John 
Whiting said he had been laid up himself with lumbago. Frank 
Cheney said to tell her father he would stop in after church 
on Sunday with the news of whatever was going on there. 
That evening Warren stood at his window looking out over 
his fields. There in the bright June moonlight was Harry, 
with Debbie and Bob held by either hand, running and hurdling 
one windrow of hay after another. Flashing fireflies added to 
their fun. Warren thought it was as pretty a sight as he 
could wish to see, but at the same time, Amarantha was bellowing 
from the pain of needing to be milked, and it was Polly who 
went out to relieve her. 
"That's Hap," muttered Warren. 
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It was dusk the next night when Tom Little drove into the 
yard with a tall young stranger seated beside him in the wagon. 
He tied his horse, and then went to the unusual formality of 
knocking at the front door. Polly, thus forewarned of some 
unusual circumstance, snatched off her kitchen apron, and tied 
on a long white starched one. The big front door was used so 
seldom that after unlocking it, she had to tug hard before it 
opened reluctantly on squeaking hinges. 
"Good evening, Mr.Little1 Won't you gentlemen come in?" 
She ushered them through the narrow hall where the steep 
front stairs turned sharply upward, and let them to the right 
into the front parlor. 
"Mrs. Brown, I want to introduce the Reverend Jeremiah 
Dole. ,He is to be our guest preacher tomorrow morning, and 
is staying at my house. This has been my first chance to 
call on your father, and I thought Mr. Dole would enjoy the 
ride over here as well as the chance to meet Warren, that is, 
if he cares to see people yet." 
Mr. Little's eyes twinkled at his own solemn introduction 
of the gaunt young man who was dressed in solid black. As the 
two men were seated, Polly paused to light the parlor lamp, 
and observed th~ Mr. Dole sat loosely, slumping forward in 
his straight-backed chair, with his long legs wound before 
him. His dull, sandy-brown hair was parted in the middle, as 
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was his beard. Such precision seemed incongruous with his 
slouching position. The vagueness of his cloudy blue eyes 
made Polly wonder how he would gather up force to address the 
congregation in the morning. 
"Let me tell my father you're here." She left the room, 
and returned promptly with Warren's summons. "1w. Little, if 
you will please step in first ••••" 
In the dim bedroom Tom walked over to his friend's side, 
and held out his hand. "I'd have been here sooner, Warren, 
but I've been goin 1 s'though my coat tails were afire for the 
last two weeks. Is your back awful painful?" 
"Not when I lay flat and keep still, but my knee bothers." 
"How did you come to fall? 'T'ain 1 t like you to do that." 
"I know." 
"What happened?" 
"Oh, a foolish thing; spun round on a pebble, and went 
sprawling." 
"Ain 1 t that always the way? Probably could have fought 
a bear and made out better. Let me git your lamp lit here." 
"You say y 1 bin hard at it?" 
"Don't talkl Lizzie couldn't run the strawb'ry festival 
at the church •cause of John's lumbago, so it fell to Sadie, 
which meant that she couldn't help me. Then, as I was out in 
the field, who should come rolling up to our place but Fred 
Hale warming up for the Fourth. He was sittin' on the kitchen 
step wailing over and over that nobody loved him and how his 
wife deserted him when I happened up to the house and found 
Sadie fixin' up a cup of ginger tea for him. 
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She give it to 
him hot enough to scald his insides, too. Wal', I took him 
out to the barn and let him sip on that while he told a long, 
sad story about how bad he's abused; somethin' dreadful, the 
way he's been treated, so he says. Then he trailed off in 
his tale, and fell asleep at the foot of my hay pile. Try-
ing to get him home took up the rest of that day and some of 
the night, too, if you can believe me." 
"I can." 
"Next day the sheriff was over to my place. Seems Hazel 
Jones' folks up and left town." 
"They didn 1 tl" 
"Yes, they did. Cleared out in the night, leavin' all 
the bills they owed behind them, and without a word of goodby 
to anyone. The sheriff wanted to lmow if there was anythin' 
I could do as selectman to help him, which there wa 1n 1 t; and 
I told him, everythin' considered, maybe it was all to the 
good, and we might better be thankful for their absence than 
try to seek them out. But he held it was better to know where 
they be." Tom stopped to run his hand through his auburn hair. 
"Then, of course, I ran the prayer meetin' Thursday night, 
and on Friday the student who was to preach Sunday notified me 
he couldn't come, so I had to chase all over before I finally 
located •••• " Here Tom fell to laughing. 
"Do you mind tellin' me what's so funny?" 
''Wal', you know, Warren, you and I have funny bumps in 
different places, so you might not know if I told you. Anyway, 
I 1spose Polly told you who's settin' out there in your 
front parlor. 'Course there's no tellin 1 , this Dole feller 
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may be just the candidate you and the Committee will want to 
have stay permanent. I 111 ask her to bring him in if you 
want." 
Soon Tom was back with Polly and the guest who as soon 
as he entered the room took on professional authority. When 
had this affliction been visited upon Warren, he wanted to 
know. Did Warren acknowledge that it might be punishment for 
sins committed? The patient yielded no admission, but Mr. 
Dole went on: Did Warren bear resentment toward God for the 
chastisement? If he did, he was only asking for a worse fate. 
Did he embrace his cross? There was virtue to be derived in 
patient suffering. Would he object to a "word "" • • • • Without 
running the risk of hearing the answer, Mr. Dole knelt on one 
knee, faced the back of his chair, and rested his forehead on 
one hand as he began to pray at length for the brother wno 
had felt the hand of the Lord. 
Warren cringed under his bedclothes as the lugubrious 
voice droned on in a mournful chant about the funeral march 
of life to which man was doomed, having been born of sin. The 
kneelers shifted position, for the bare floor was hard. In 
the midst of this dismal season of prayer, Bobby stole into 
the room in his nightgown, and snuggled down beside his mother. 
As soon as Mr. Dole drew a long breath, the pause was seized 
by Tom who interjected a hearty "Amen," and stood up. Polly 
quickly imitated him, and murmured a "thank you" as she 
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escorted the visitor from the room. "I think Father will be 
glad to rest now." At the doorway Mr. Dole turned to sing-
song in farewell, "Remember, 'underneath are the everlasting 
arms. 1 " 
Tom lingered to say goodnight. 
"Shut that doorl" snapped Warren. 
"Oh ••• 1" Tom tried to keep from laughing. 
" ••• , and you may think it's funny, but I don't." 
"All right, all right. How could I know he'd ••••" Tom 
struggled for a sober face. "Let me ask you, though, do you 
think that's a fittin 1 response to a long prayer?" 
Warren became coherent, "Sometime before tomorrow 1 s 
meetin' you might give this man to know that our congregation 
has a strong likin 1 for silent prayer for the sake of those 
who will be there regular no matter who corr:.es or goes." 
"I 111 be glad to do that. Goodnight, Warren. Maybe by 
tomorrow it will strike you funny, tool" 
"Git out of mre, you old sinner," Warren grinned. 
Following the meeting on Sunday, Frank Cheney stopped by 
as promised, and the news was that John Whiting had just with-
drawn from the Pastoral Supply Con:mittee. "Course he isn't 
feelin' too well, but anyway, he got his dander up because the 
others didn't take to this man Dole. Says he likes a man in 
the pulpit to solemnize the service, while they held they 
didn't relish the idea of attendin 1 a fun 1ral service every 
Sunday morning. And so they had it back and forth until it 
turned out to be a pretty good fight. Now John ain't speakin' 
to nobody--but you know him, independent as a hog on ice, 
always resignin' and then rejoinin'. How's your back?" 
Mr. Cheney ended his report abruptly. 
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CHAPTER 5 
After Mr. Cheney's visit, life on the farm went on quietly 
interrupted only by the call of a fish cart and that of a 
hardware peddler, until a flurry of excitement came one day 
when Emma Fos.ter phoned to relay a message. Her sister, 
Lizzie Whiting, had seen a tramp pass her place going out 
their way. Polly shooed the children indoors, but within an 
hour a second call came saying that Hughie bad picked up the 
fellow in his buckboard, and was going to give him a lift to 
the depot as well as a handout of carfare to the next town. 
"One way to tour the country," was Warren's comment. 
Even the night before the Fourth was quiet except that a 
rocket or two could be seen to soar and spray from the cele-
bration down at Centerville. Then Harry shouted, "Look out 
and see the northern lightsl 11 Long, tapering fingers of 
aurora borealis played waveringly toward the North Star. 
"Isn't that a sightJ" 
"Kinda weird," Polly whispered. 
"Yeah." 
While the family watched, the lights began to dim, and 
they turned from the fading spectacle to the comfort of sleep. 
Before settling down, Harry said to Pollsr, "If I'm down at the 
ball field tomorrow for the warm up, I'll be called on to 
play, and I'm going. Haying's half done." 
Haying half done? More like a quarter, would have been 
her guess. 
The ringing of the telephone interrupted their talk, and 
Polly went to answer it. 
"Yes, Mr. Little. Who? Fred Hale?" 
There was a pause before she said, "Hold the phone and 
I'll ask him." 
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"What's the matter with Fred now?" Warren asked when she 
appeared in his room. 
"Celebrated the Fourth by selling his horse for seven 
dollars which he spent on liquor; got drunk, and 1 anded in 
the lockup at Centerville. The question is how soon to let 
him out. Tom's in doubt whether to pay his fine and help him 
home, or let him rest where he is for a while in the sheriff's 
hands." 
"Wal', he can't abuse that poor horse of his any longer, 
that's one good thing. The meals he'll get there in jail 
will be better than what he get's for himself at home. I 
say, let him stay there and cool his heels. Lyin' here's 
given me better insight into some things; maybe sittin' there 
will do the same for him. 11 
"I'm not that optimistic; but I'll tell Tom what you say." 
Vihether he was getting better insight or not brom being 
immobilized, the time still hung heavily for Warren, and he 
was very glad to see Mr. Peters who strolled over to call on 
him one evening after his return from having been away. 
"Are you going to be home for a while now?" Warren asked 
wistfully. 
"Yes, I hope so." Their hands rested together. "Had 
quite a time of it while I was gone, didn't you?" 
"'Spose I have. Spells of bein' turrible lonesome 
made the pain worse." 
"It was lonesome down in the city, too." 
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"Expect it would be in any city. Do you like those stone 
churches they have?" 
"Not specially." 
"Nor I. Cold and lifeless--that's the city, even in a 
church." 
"Have you been out yet?" 
"Set foot outside my door for the first time in weeks 
today." 
"Good 1 You're coming along. Won't be able to keep up 
with you sool:l.!' 
During their conversation, Warren slip0ed in a question 
regarding missions in India. 
"Miss Atwood knows more about them than I do." 
"Do you happen to have any book on them?" 
"I think I have one or two with something about the coun-
try. I'll bring them with me tomorrow when I come." 
Mr. Peters thought he saw a connection between this new 
desire for knowledge regarding Christian missions in India and 
the approaching visit of a very attractive missionary whom 
early that spring Warren had asked to have brought back to 
Upton. This minister had the kindness to hold his peace. 
"Warren's thoughts had wandered to another matter. "You 
know Hazel's little boy came?" 
"Yes, I heard." 
"Would you like to baptize him while you are still 
here?" 
"Yes, I 1 11 stop in there. I understand you 1re to have 
another grandchild soon." 
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"Any time now. I want to be up and on my feet when the 
baby comes. There'll be enough going on here without anyone 
having to bring me my meals and wring out hot towels for my 
back. Polly likes to have Aunt Hannah around; Emma always 
makes such a commotion, and Harry gets worked up." 
"How's Harry getting along these days?" 
"Oh," Warren confided in his old friend, "my aunt's taken 
a hand at tryin' to make a man of him. He !! able, no ques-
tion, and by times he does something real well; if he were 
only dependable. It's this off-again-on-again, now-you-see-
me now-you-don't business •••• " 
"Erratic?" 
Late in the afternoon a few days later, Harry was driv-
ing Aunt Hannah back to the Ames farm after having spent the 
day working on her barn. (Polly had asked for her aunt to be 
at the house when the baby was born which should be soon.) 
As they rode along, it occurred to Harry as peculiar that any-
one should choose to spend a life time in Upton, and he ques-
tioned the old lady, 
"Did you never want to see the rest of the world?" 
11 No, I never felt a call to go beyond Laurel where I 
taught school for a time. But that's a good distance from 
here, and you'd know it for a fact if you walked it as I did 
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for vacations--over ten miles." 
"Did you like working 1n Laurel?" 
"Yes, I did. Of course, the schools are more active 
over there than here, and thera's more doing in the center of 
town. But I never thought I'd see more life somewhere else 
than around home, or get to know it better, or enjoy the flavor 
as well. There are so many different kinds of things alive 
here all at once together; take a look anywhere, and it isn't 
just grass, trees, birds as separate living items--the whole 
place, sunshine, air, and all looks alivel" 
She waved a hand at the elms, pasture bars, open field, 
and hills behind it. "My father and brothers cleared that 
field and hauled the stones that built the wall. That flat 
rock at the corner has been my favorite resting spot since I 
was a little girl. Sometimes I sit there now real quiet just 
watching and listening to everything. You do see and hear 
more things that wayl Oh, myl" she interrupted herself, 11 just 
smell that sweet fernl Ain't that nice? Wouldn't you hate 
to live where you couldn't smell the earth and what's growing?" 
"What I was thinking," Harry evaded the question, "was 
that you don't seem to be held in by the town." 
"Far as that goes, I do spend considerable time around 
the Aegean and the Mediterranean on a map at the back of my 
Bible." 
She paused as the wagon wheels spun sand from a patch in 
the road, then continued, 11 I like that map for when I read 
about the ancient Greeks (.not so much for St. Paul's journeys. 
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Never could say that I took much to him, good as he was. 
Maybe I'll come to like him better some day if I live long 
enough}. Those old Greeks had a lot of get-up-and-go to 
them in quite a few different ways. And the things they had 
their gods and goddesses doing ••• 1" 
"Not Christian?" 
"'Christian'? More like people in the raw. What I like 
about thooe Greeks, I guess, is that they didn't try to pretti-
fy life." 
Before they reached the house, Harry asked, "Suppose 
Polly will make out all right this time?" 
"It's her third one, so it seems likely to me. Let's 
not borrow trouble." 
The long evening that followed went very slowly as the 
family sat around the kitchen table talking as though nothing 
unusual was about to happen, but with the purpose of reassur-
ing Polly and taking up her mind. Auntie and Emma had a lot 
to say about ~ooking: Why was it that you couldn't always 
make apple jelly jell? Quinces made nice jelly; currants, too. 
Had to pick forever to get enough wild strawberries to make a 
jar of jam. As for honey, it was too much bother keeping hives 
for the little you got out of it. Emma sometimes had trouble 
making her bread rise. And so on, and on, and on they buzzed, 
with the others wondering how it was that when two women got 
together they could always out-talk everybody and keep up a 
constant din that assailed the ear with a drumming that finally 
acted like a drug and put them into a stupor. 
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Under the steady clamor of Emma's high, sharp voice and 
Auntie's talking loud enough so that she could hear what she 
said, Polly lost track of her thoughts and even of some of her 
pains until they became acute. Finally, she left for bed, 
and was there when Dr. White arrived. He dispersed the others 
in short order so that he could rest himself. 
"I'm going to stretch out on the living room couch while 
I wait events; I've been goin' out straight for quite a while. 
Call me when you need me, Emma." 
Warren had no intention of sleeping, neither did Harry 
whom he found sitting on the back doorstep outside the kitchen. 
ni feel so damn useless, Pa. I should think the doctor 
would have me help him instead of Emma." He dug his heel into 
the ground. nAll she has had me do is keep the fire goin' and 
see there's a tank of boilin' water on hand." 
"Why don't you let me tend the fire, and get some sleep 
for yourself?" 
Harry made no answer, and Warren sat down beside him. 
Waiting the birth of the child together, they fell into the 
same kind of mute companionship that they had found when log-
ging down in the woods. It went beyond approval or disappro-
val. Eventually, with his bones tired from sittings till, 
Warren got up to walk out to the barn which he hadn't entered 
for weeks, not since he fell. He patted one creature and an-
other before coming to rest his head against Prince's. 
"Did you miss me, old boy? You know what females go 
through as a result of what we males do to them is no joke, 
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even for mares, though I don't expect you to remember that 
any more than a man does. It's what we want now that drives 
us, not what may happen months later." 
Using hay for a mattress, Warren laid himself out flat 
on his back on the barn floor to ease his muscles. It was a 
relief to rest them again, and his improvised bed was surely 
as comfortable as what had been rigged up for him in his own 
room. There was a fresh chill in the August night announcing 
the turn toward the fall season. Warren pulled some hay over 
him for warmth. Wrong for him to lie there while Polly was 
in pain? Maybe, but he didn't know what else he could do. 
If Hap felt 'damn useless', so did he. Wasn't that the way 
lots of times with the rest of the family when a woman gives 
birth to a child? Of course, Polly's muscles were strong, and 
that should be of some help. Her mother had-never been as 
strong as Polly whose birth had been such a difficult one that 
Dr. White had said at that time that the only thing for her to 
do was to have no more children. Adhering to those orders 
for the following years of their marriage had been hard for 
Abby and Warren who loved each other. To follow them was a 
necessity that took discipline, and a constant one. 
Oh, well, thought Warren, some people have it hard one 
way, soma another, but if he ever found a healthy, single 
woman whom he loved, he'd be glad to marry again and have more 
children of his own, even now, old as some folks might think 
fifty-eight was. Yes, but there was Polly indoors suffering, 
and, as he had just told Prince, the sweat and pain of labor 
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were no joke. The saving thing was, he supposed, that it was 
the most important sweat in the world, giving birth. A sacred 
suffering. 
Early dawn was cold and a mist was rising in the lower 
meadow near the river when Harry and Warren went indoors to get 
warm. There they found Emma with set face, bustling back and 
forth from bedroom to kitchen. 
"She looks grim to me," said Harry. "It's taking too 
long; she don't look happy." 
"~uit worryin'," said Warren, wishing he could take his 
own advice. 
"No more after this one." Harry looked at Warren as if 
he were defying him. "I mean it. No more." 
Warren made no answer. 
"I said never again," Harry argued, "and I mean never." 
"What ye fightin 1 me for?" asked Warren. "Listen!" 
Ther) were low groans from the bedroom. Then Emma ap-
peared, "You can come in Harry if you don't get underfoot." 
Warren stood alone gazing out of' the window at a late 
morning star. 
An infant's indrawn sere~ for air high-pitched and fierce 
ran through Warren as a shock charged with joy. Alivel The 
child had come through alive, and was breathing! Jesusl Warren 
wanted to cry, and didn't bother to hide his tears when Harry 
came back out. 
"It's a boy, Papa." 
A boyl For unto us a Son is born! The new member of the 
10.5 
family was all right, all there, and in good shape! 
A little later Warren had a peep at the little red face. 
"Real handsome!" he told Polly, and meant it. 
When Deborah and Bobbie came downstairs, they were ex-
ultant at finding a new baby brother,though as yet he didn't 
know how to do much beside squall, eat, and sleep; andthere 
wasn't much they could do with him aside from kissing a foot 
or a hand to show their excitement at his arrival. Under 
Emma's scolding remonstrances, they began to behave badly, 
so Harry had them come with him when he took Aunt Hannah home. 
Warren, after resting a few hours, thought it was time he 
tried his hand at work again. His ambition did not stay with 
him long, however, and he sat down in the doorway of the barn 
to rest in the afternoon sunshine. He idly recited a passage 
from Proverbs which he sometimes used to spur himself on. 
Yet a little sleep, a little slumber, 
A little more folding of the hands to ale~; 
So shall thy poverty come as a robber 
And thy want as an armed man. 
For once, it had no effect on him, and he went right on 
basking in the sun. Never mind, he consoled himself, Emma, 
who had just hung out a line of diapers, had energy enough 
for all. When she left would be soon enough for the family 
to take hold again. She couldn't stand any force that ran the 
least counter to her own, anyway. Of course, he couldn't say 
that applied to him out doors here, butt here was something 
' weakening about having such a steam engine of a woman rattling 
and banging around. Mrs. Whiz Bang, herself. Good heavens! 
Could that be the way Harry thought about him? He never thought 
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to find himself in Hap's frame of mind. He must be getting 
slack. 
Time to guard your thoughts,. Warren, he addressed himself. 
But all Emma had to do was come flying out to feel of the 
wash to see if it was dry to turn all Warren's sympathies to 
Hughie's easy-going ways. Hughie had never been known to hurry. 
He did have a green thumb; between that and the fact that he 
had a fertile piece of land, he made a fair living; but it 
was never from hard work that he and Emma had enough to eat. 
The neighbors agreed Hughie exaggerated his slowness just to 
aggravate Emma after one of her fits of haste. They said he 
wasn't so much downright lazy as that he liked a smooth, coor-
dinated effort. It was almost a religion with him, and his 
wife went against his religion, while he went against hers of 
cleanliness. Warren thought that the neighbors had the two 
of them down about right. 
No matter, he warned himself. She's good enough to look 
after your daughter and your new grandson, so you'd better 
just be grateful, and not get mad because she flies at work 
the same way you do. 
Can't I be grateful and still not like her way of doing, 
he questioned. 
He got up to hang some tools that had been left lying 
around helter-skelter on their proper pegs, then came back to 
his chair to whittle a new tooth for a rake. Once that was 
done and set in place, he thought he would try out his legs in 
a walk down through his cornfield. What he had planted the 
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night berore Decoration Day stood high, and flashing bright in 
the sunlight. As he went along, he saw that there was much 
work to be done throughout the whole garden, but it would have 
to wait yet before he could get to it. 
It felt so good to have his feet covering ground that he 
went on down through the intervale and the woods to a place 
where the river turned in an oxbow and its clear water glinted 
gold from a smooth stretch of sand in its bed. He used to go 
swimming there often when he was a boy and a young fellow, but 
now, why, he·hadn't been in that river for years--not since 
Polly·. was born, come to think of it. He had begrudged the 
time from work? Yes·, partly; but he had also gotten into a 
habit of eternal work as a way of being so tired at night 
that he'd be dead-for-sleep, and so be sure not to bother 
Abby. Now that he was here, he didn't feel like plunging into 
the pool all over, but he did take his shoes and stockings off 
so he could sit on a boulder, and let the river eddy around 
his legs. It was like renewing his youth. 
After a while, he eased himself out on the flat, hard 
ground of the bank. Lying there, his gaze fell on butterflies 
fluttering over rocks in mid-stream; their white wings were 
radiant in the sunlight. If anything was like Julia Atwoodl 
There she was, all spirit and action. How had such a woman 
ever stayed single? Wouldn't you think she'd have wanted to 
marry and have children, he asked himself. 
The smell of pine and hemlock, and the song of the river 
mingled with his daydreaming. A trout leaped out of the water, 
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and he laughed aloud that life was so good and so beautiful. 
As the sun lowered, Warren started back to the house. 
His muscles had tightened again so that he was forced to go 
with slow, leisurely steps. When he got there, Emma was pre-
paring to leave. He was afraid to insult her by offering to 
pay for her help, so he simply put a hand on her shoulder, and 
said, "You do make a good neighbor, Ennna." 
And, to be sure, the Fosters did make a very good pair fer 
neighbors. Nevertheless, it was wonderfully peaceful to have 
just the family there for supper and to be able to cuddle the 
baby with no outsider watching to see how foolish he might 
look doing it. It was good to sit down beside Polly for a 
few minute>s without being interrupted, too. 
"Do you have a name for him yet?" he asked. 
"Daniel Warren Brown." 
Warren thought that sounded like a strong name, and was 
. very proud to hold Daniel Warren Brown and rock him ever so 
gently while he told him about what a brave, good, truth-telling 
ma.n he would grow up to be, and how the world was a much better 
place for his having been born, that he was a joy and a bless-
ing to them all. 
"oh-oh-oh, now, you goin' to pucker up and cry for food 
so soon again?" Tenderly, the grandfather handed the baby over 
to its mother. 
109 
CHAPTER 6 
When Sunday came, Warren was sure his back was well enough 
so that he could make it to church to tell all the folks there 
about his wonderful new little grandson. Whether he was yet 
in good condition, or not, he was going in any case, for this 
was the Sunday that Miss Julia Atwood was to preach. The 
weather was hot and dry which gave him a chance to sport his 
white linen summer suit without looking too conspicuous. When 
he set out from home, Pauline looked him over, and said he 
looked quite distinguished and that she didn't see why a nice 
pink and white complexion like his had been wasted on a man. 
He just hoped Miss Atwood would get the same impression. 
As he and Tom stood around in the vestibule before ser-
vice, various people stopped to greet him: 
'~ell, Warren Ames, I do declare it is good to see you 
out againl" 
11 Hold on, now, don't go tryin' to move mountains until 
you get your strength back, then you can go ahead and shove 
all you pleasel" 
"You're lookin' good, Warren." (Those were pleasant words 
for him to hear.) 
"Where's this woman come from that's preaching today?" 
someone asked. 
"India--Madras," answered Warren. 
'~at's her name again?" 
"Julia Phoebe Atwood." 
"Hear she's staying with the Busbnells." 
11 Here she comes with Fannie now." 
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The two ladies were walking sedately up the church drive. 
Fannie was carrying a lace parasol with one hand, and holding 
her skirt up to one side away from the dust of the roadway 
with the other. She preceded Miss Atwood, who paused to raise 
a veil from her face and rest it on her wide-brimmed white 
hat. Tom and Warren stood to greet the guest alone as the 
other members of the congregation went in to find their pews. 
Suddenly hot needles began pricking at the back of Warren's 
shoulders and neck. His heart beat hard. If only he'd been 
quick enough to go along inside with the others! Tom, he 
noticed, was quite at ease, and was enjoying an exchange of 
courtesies with the beautiful visitor. Then Warren heard 
Fannie's voice saying, "··· and this is our other deacon, Mr. 
Ames, Miss Atwood. You may possibly remember him." 
"Oh, yes, indeed I dol" 
Warren, speechless, merely nodded, and held out a large, 
hard hand to enclose the lady's slender one. Perhaps he 
didn't have his full strength back as yet; anyway, he didn't 
feel too steady, and was thankful when he reached his pew and 
could sit down. He had come alone, all the rest of the family 
being too busy looking after the new babies to accompany him. 
He followed through a hymn without attempting to sing. He 
couldn't have said what the responsive reading was about, but 
he did hear the text: "Go ye into all the parts of the earth," 
and was pleased when he heard Tom mention in a prayer that rain 
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was needed. During the anthem, Warren tried to quiet himself. 
He didn't know why he should be so excited at the sight of 
Miss Atwood in her white skirt and shirtwaist up there at the 
rear of the pulpit. She looked the same as when she was there 
before, and not a day older. Her hair was the same startling 
straight black, and her chin as pretty as ever--and so was 
her figure! She did look lovely there, a queen, but one as 
modest and plain as any daisy, according to Warren. Then she 
rose and went forward tostand beside the pulpit as though 
eager to meet old friends. She looked almost girlish standing 
there smiling at everybody until the subject which possessed 
her took over. 
She told them that Upton was a lush green valley, yet 
that even here they knew the need of rain, and so, if they 
could exaggerate a great deal, a very great deal, they might 
perhaps imagine how the land of India thirsted for rain for 
long seasons. There had been drought ••• drought in India 
with horrible consequences. There had been the awful famine 
of 1900; bubonic plague; fevers; deaths of a million people, 
mostly children--and all as a result of drought! 
It seemed to Warren that her voice ran its melodious way 
like the waters of Moody River, streaming on with only a 
pause now and then for reflection before hurrying into a falls. 
She was now talking about the women of India who aged 
prematurely from being given no respect once their child-
bearing years were over. Strangely, perhaps, it was through 
these very women that India could be Christianized; yes, 
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through the women. Though just why, Warren couldn't quite 
make out. Then talk came spilling out of her about something 
Kiuling had had to say on imperialism and the heathen, about 
the mission field being a confused battleground of many forces. 
These, she said, were sometimes within the missionary herself 
who dealt with a conquered people quick to sense any insincer-
ity. And there was always the struggle to understand, which 
took hard thinking, something that did not come easily. 
Warren gave a silent "Amen" to that. To hold his thoughts 
on a subject at the Annual Church Meeting was harder work than 
plowing. Maybe farmers took after the animals they worked 
with--slow, plodding, dumb. They must look like pretty small 
potatoes to Miss Atwood. What was she saying about "farm life 
in another land?" 
Palm leaf fans that had been moving lazily here and there 
in the congregation were lowered; the people wanted to hear 
about farm life in India. Rise early • • • (Yes); rice instead 
of potatoes ••• (poor substitute); farmer goes to work with a 
plow on his shoulder ••• (Heard tell of that; never could make 
sense of it); spinning ••• ; the lighting of lamps ••• (Never 
thought of that as religious, though nice); dinner at noon 
and supper at night ••• (How else?). She said Upton was ful-
filling a high mission in raising food, but every year it had 
more than enough of one crop or another, while in India people 
were dying of starvation. She knew that they would be glad to 
share what they had in plenty, but the hard question was how. 
Although money was needed, as always, she knew Upton did not 
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have much of a crop of thatl However, study and prayer were 
needed, and she believed that through them they would find a 
way to help. 
Abruptly, she was through, and when a second collection 
was taken, Warren put double the amount he had intended into 
the box. 
Released from meeting, people chattered in the aisles 
and in the rear of the church. They always had known what 
they did in Upton was important, but it was pleasant to have 
someone who had been half way around the world agree. Would 
Miss Atwood like to visit the Women's Sunday School Class 
which Mrs. Peters taught in the rear pew at the right while 
Fannie went into the vestry with the children? 
The Men's Class met in the front pews at the left, and 
Warren, who was leading in Mr. Peters' place, had a hard time 
keeping his eyes on his side of the church. ~uick laughter 
and a sudden hush made him wonder whether the ladies were 
holding to the lesson. After Sunday School was over, he 
started to thank Miss Atwood for coming, but went right past 
her as his courage failed, and spoke to Tom. 
"Is she going to stay over with Fannie?" 
"Why, sure; there's no train out of Centerville, or 
Laurel either, before tomorrow; you know that." 
"Should we ask her to come to prayer meeting tonight 
then?" 
"I already did, and the Whitings asked Fannie and Miss 
Atw~od over to dinner." 
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"John's still mad at the rest of us for not taking Dole 
for a new minister." 
11So I notice." 
Warren walked slowly out around the church and across the 
grass to the horse sheds. He hadn't talked to Miss Julia about 
India or anything else, and it was nobody 1s fault but his own 
for being so shy and afraid she might snub him, and that would 
hurt, even at his age. Of course, he might make out better 
that evening; there was no telling, but he surely had muffed 
it this morning. Warren set his lips and stuck out his chin 
as he climbed into the buggy. Prince was rested and full of 
ginger so that Warren had to hold him in. Wished he didn't 
have to drive past those ladies waiting on the steps. Looked 
as though they were still showing off their Sunday manners to 
each other. 
Oh, for ••• 1 What did Fannie have to wave for? Why 
couldn't she just let him go by, and mind her own business? 
Wanted him to be sure to see she was friends with Miss Julia 
Phoebe Atwood who stood there looking as though she was laugh-
ing inside. Women! Women from any country--darned nuisance 
at times. Try and understand womenfolk! Talk of "aging pre-
maturely"--better than trying to be forever a girl, like 
Fannie. But regardless of his thoughts, he couldn't drive 
right by without some show of manners. 
Warren touched his hat, and slowed Prince down to the 
main road, and there let him out. "Now, git for homel" 
Talk was sparse during dinner, and as soon as it was over, 
instead of taking his usual Sunday afternoon nap, Warren 
changed into old clothes, picked up his walking staff, and 
set out. Lassie, wary of his mood, kept a little distance 
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as she started to follow. "No! You stay there.tt He ordered 
her back, and turned up the road that went on past his place. 
Since the two farms set back up that way had been deserted, 
it was used mostly for taking his cows to pasture or for haul-
ing maple syrup out from his sugar camp. In an emergency it 
could be used as a back road to Centerville, though the town 
did not bother to keep it up. 
Warren swung his stick to clip off the heads of some 
weeds that grew tall in the middle of the road; they were 
tough, and only bent to snap upright again. Once more he 
raised his arm to strike, but dropped it--those particular 
weeds weren't hurting anything. Didn't know why he felt so 
mean. 
Although his back was still lame, the slow climb felt 
,;;ood, and put to work again unused and sore muscles. He 
paused at the top of a rise to rest and look back through 
low branches of beech that crowded out into the road. A 
chipmunk skittered across his path, whipped around a tree 
stump, and then popped up on top of it to sit with tail 
curled while it scolded him. Over at the left, Amarantha's 
cowbell tonked a regular beat as she headed for a salt lick. 
Warren climbed a stone wall, scooched under barbed wire 
into the pasture, and continued over land that had been cropped 
by the herd. His way slanted one direction and another as he 
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followed a cow path uphill. From a cedar a chickadee taunted~ 
"Phoebe 1 Phoebe 1" To which Warren muttered, "Oh, shut up 
with your t Phoebe ' • " 
As he rounded a clump of young pine, he came out onto a 
brook that ran in only a trickle from lack of rain, yet grass 
and 'ferns grew very green beside its bed which he followed 
for a while before cutting across an open space and climbing 
a set of bars into the upper pasture beyond the cattle. He 
heaved a long sigh--at last he was away from people, and 
animals, too. Another rise over the hump of a hill, and he 
was in a grassy clearing with massive, inky pines at its back. 
There was a light breeze up here that felt gocd. The muscles 
of his back had clenched again, and kicking off his shoes and 
stockings, he stretched out flat on the earth beside a rock. 
There was the moon like a craxy old fool wandering after the 
bygone night--like him looking for love at his age. He rolled 
over on his side, and looked out on the tops of blossoming 
grass caught in pink haze, delicate and perfect, so perfect 
the vision was sad. Perhaps because September was near. Per-
haps because he knew he would never again be the man who loved 
only Abby which had seemed so much simpler, with all the re-
straint it had put upon him. 
He lay back, and pressed his hand into a depth of green 
moss, then tested the feel of crinkly lichens that lay in a 
shallow basin of the rock ••• curious plants from an ancient 
world still growing. He sprawled closer to the earth, and hid 
his face in his arm. If only he could get Julia Atwood out of 
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his mindl "God, I'm sorry I was worshipping that woman 
" • • • • 
When he got up, he felt somehow comforted; the sky had 
clouded over, and joy welled up in him at the prospect of rain. 
Looking down, he saw the top of his silo, Aunt Hannah's chim-
ney, Hughie's oat field off to one side, and the church spire 
to the other--all looking sort of human, all beckoning him 
to come on back down. It was starting to sprinkle in large 
dropsl He 1 d better get moving. 
When he reached the barn, he found Harry going about the 
chores. "Had company while you were gone." 
"Who came?" 
"Whitings were taking ,Fannie and the missionary woman 
home, ~d turned up here to see the baby." 
So he had missed out again. 
"How did Danny behave?" 
"Huh? Oh, he had quite a sociable time crowing at the 
ladies!" 
"Did, eh?" Not timid like his grandfather, then. 
As he was leaving for evening meeting, Warren asked Polly, 
"How'd you enjoy your company?" 
"Fine! Debbie always likes Fannie." 
But Fannie wasn't the woman Warren was waiting to hear 
about, so he asked more directly, "How'd you like the mis-
sionary?" 
"Can't say. Seen a lot, and talks a lot, and seems to want 
to act real common. Know what she got all excited about?" 
"No." 
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"Tansey! Says she hasn't seen any growing for years; 
says it means New England to her much as any one thing. Don't 
know myself why anyone should go into a state over tansey. 
She did say her great grandfather lived in Laurel one time, 
and wonders if Aunt Hannah remembers hearing of him--Isaiah 
Atwood." 
"Probably does." 
"Has some cousin living there still she plans to call on 
tomorrow." 
"Heard of some Charlie Atwood over there. Never knew he 
was her cousin." 
The vestry was dark early because of the rain, and Warren 
was glad to go around lighting the lamps, thinking the chipped 
places on the old pink paint wouldn't show so badly by their 
light, nor, perhaps, would his own age be so obvious. There 
was only a handful of people out, and, as the rain sluiced 
down the windows, they seemed drawn together. 
Warren, who was the leader, asked as usual if anyone 
wished to select a hymn. The question and the answers were 
a matter of ritual, for about the same ones always came and 
always chose the same hymns which they called out with the 
same enthusiasm every week. "Number sixty-nine, please." 
" ••• , for His eye is on the sparrow •••• " Miss Atwood asked 
for "Bringing in the Sheaves" saying it was one they liked to 
sing in Madras • 
The service was called a "prayer meeting", and a prayer 
meeting it was, sometimes silent, sometimes vocal, as the 
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Spirit moved. Finally, Warren stood up. He imagined that he 
was taking the whole gathering into his arms before he thanked 
God for the rain that was filling the wells, the pasture brooks, 
and reviving the gardens. He assured Him they were grateful 
for rain in any measure, but reminded Him that what was most 
needed was a nice, slow, steady drizzle lasting for several 
days. He also asked God to keep their hearts from worshipping 
any idol (such as Julia) before Him. 
After a quiet spell, Julia rose, and the hush deepened as 
the others waited, but all she had to say was, "Father, please 
bless the church at Upton, and may it remain, as it is, pure 
in heart." 
Thereupon John Whiting jumped up to inform God that the 
heart of the "church at Upton" was far from pure, from what 
he knew, and went on to remind Him that theywere still waiting 
for a new pastor, but would try to be patient until He sent 
one in His own good time, though it was hard to foresee when 
that might be now that the church had let one of His messengers 
go uncalled, and so was probably out of His grace. 
The two children present began to squirm on the hard 
settee, and the meeting closed with "God Be With You 'Til We 
Meet Again." Tom and Warren boomed out the tenor and bass 
which they knew by heart. 
When it was over, Julia walked up to Warren holding out 
her hand. "I'm so glad to have been herel" Then he saw that 
the eyes he had wondered about were really dark brown with a 
blue iris. 
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"We'd like you to come again." To his surprise he had 
found his tongue. 
n u Thank you, I would be so pleased! 
"Colorin's pretty here next month if you care to see it. 
Of course, I don't know where you 1re called to go meantime." 
Fannie had joined. them. "She's coming back to help me 
get ready to speak in favor of Woman's Suffrage." 
"That's nice." Warren looked from Fannie to Julia, then 
asked, "May I give you ladies a ride home?" 
"Why, thank you, Warrenl" Fannie accepted for them both. 
The buggy top was up and the curtains drawn to keep out 
the rain. Fannie sat in the middle and talked incessantly, 
while Warren held Prince back to a walk, hoping that a break 
would eventual]¥ come when he could speak to Julia. When 
they came to a fork in the road, he stopped the horse, and 
leaned forward. 
"My daughter tells me, Miss Atwood, that some of your 
ancestors lived in Laurel, and that you have a cousin there 
now. I•ve heard my aunt mention the name of Atwood; she 
taught in that town years ago. Would you like to call on her 
tonight? Her house is just a snort way up from here." He 
was happily surprised when Julia welcomed the proposal. 
At Aunt Hannah's, Hazel brought Warren and his guests into 
the dining room. There they found Auntie in a white nightcap 
and grey cotton wrapper sitting at the table with her Bible 
open to a map marked "Ancient World." 
"I'm more than pleased to meet you, Miss Atwood. Draw up 
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a chair and set, all of you. Do you suppose David's awake, 
Hazel? Fannie hasn't seen him yet. She'd like to hold him, 
I know. Here, take this rocker, Fannie." 
Resting above her corset edge, David found Fannie's 
bosom very comfortable, and after jouncing a bit, settled down 
as she rocked vigorously back and forth as though the two were 
bound somewhere in their traveling. Her arms closed around 
him; not his fault his father hadn't married his mother; not 
many years and he'd be one of her Sunday School boys--one of 
her many children. 
Hazel set about making tea, and Aunt Hannah, Miss Julia, 
and Warren bent over the open map together wondering how 
their lives had been so affected by what went on so far away 
and long ago. Their three heads were close. Warren barely 
breathed, and when his hand touched Julia's, it seemed a 
small miracle that she did not draw away. 
Oh, yes, Aunt Hannah recalled Isaiah Atwood. A good man. 
She also knew Julia's grandfather, and had heard of her cou-
sin, Charles--been out West and back. Never married that she 
heard tell of. Warren picked up his ears, hoping that Fannie 
might take an interest there. But no, she and David might as 
well be sailing a boat out at sea for all the notice she took. 
"Wal', Fannie, looks like that little tike's sound asleep," 
Auntie went on. "Too bad to disturb him; if you'll just bring 
him in here, you can ease him back into his cradle." 
Alone in the room with Julia, Warren flushed before asking, 
"How are you going to get over to Laurel tomorrow?" 
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II 
• • • • 
"May I drive you over?" 
"You're very kind. I don't know just what arrangement 
Fannie has in mind, but perhaps she would enjoy the ride over 
and back, too." 
Quickly Warren answered, 11 In that ease, I'd like my aunt 
to come, too, if you don't mind. What time do you want to be 
over there?" 
"Early afternoon, say." 
As they were leaving the house, Aunt Hannah called after 
Fannie, "Don't be a stranger, now; and tell your sister, May, 
I was asking for her." 
"Thank you, I will." 
"What say? I can't hear ye." 
Fannie stepped back toward the house. "I said " • ••• 
Meanwhile, Julia had stepped into the wagon, leaving the 
outside seat for Fannie, which seemed to Warren like a piece of 
intervention from Above. The lantern hanging from the rear of 
the carriage barely showed the white fetlocks above the horae's 
hooves, so he had to trust Prince to hold to the road by him-
self. Within the closed buggy, he couldn't see Fannie at all, 
and could make out only a faint blur for Julia's face. What-
ever talking they tried was lost under the steady drumming of 
the rain on the buggy top. To Warren, it was a joyful noise. 
All his dreaming of Julia had not anticipated moments so alive 
for him. He had almost forgotten what the companionship of a 
woman was like. The storm outside, the warmth of human comfort 
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within it (coming after his long loneliness), so affected Warren 
that he thought best to direct his thoughts to the driving (even 
though Prince was doing very well by himself). He was not very 
successful in the attempt. He wished he had Tom Little's gal-
lant way with the ladies; but having nothing brilliant, witty, 
or gracious to say, if he could be heard above the storm, he 
decided the best courtesy he could show was respect. Anything 
else would be too sudden, anyway. 
And so, acting shy and reserved, Warren dropped the ladies 
off at Fannie's house, and set a time for picking them up the 
next day. Once alone, however, he indulged his thoughts, and 
drove the long way home, singing scraps of love songs, and con-
fiding in Prince, 
"This woman really affects me, she seems so alive all over. 
If this is love, it's just about at first sight. Wonder why 
nobody thinks that's possible. I feel as though she and I knew 
each other better already than most folks do in a lifetime. 
Time--what does time have to do with it? Covered a lot of time 
in one short day today. Years ago since I got up this morning, 
so much has happened. So, if this is love, is there anything 
sudden about it? And if this is sudden, I wonder how people 
ever manage to fall in love slowly. But love without disci-
pline is no love. What was all that I had to say on the subject 
that I put into my sermon? Can't remember a word of it now. 
Never mind, just to have some friendship with such a beautiful, 
fine ••••" 
They were then passing Tom Little's farm. Prince neighed 
loudly, and Warren heard Tom's pretty little mare calling 
back from her stable. 
"All right for you to be that simple anQ. direct, boy. 
You've been standing in the horse shed down at church next 
her for a few years, too. If I set out to court this lady, 
do you suppose she'd ever stay in Upton?" 
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Warren was humming as he entered his kitchen that night, 
then stopped as he realized that the room was full of tobacco 
smoke from Harry's pipe. Polly looked up defensively from the 
game of cribbage in which they were engaged, "Bad night out, 
Pa?11 
11Why, no, I call it a wonderful night. Rain's just what 
we needed." He smiled expansively, "Don't move, now, you two. 11 
In bed, he lay there remembering the Song of Solomon: 
••• a rose of Sharon 
A lily of the valleys 
As a lily among thorns, 
So is m.y love among the daughters • 
Her nose is straight and lovely "like the tower of Lebano~," 
and her neck--there was some kind of perfume in her neck ••• 
musk, myrrh, or maybe lotus blossom! 
When it thundered in the middle of the night, Warren got 
up to shut a window. Jagged lightning zigzagged down the sky; 
all the country around showed as plain as by daylight, but the 
Bushnell house was hidden by woods from where he stood. He 
hoped Julia wasn't afraid. She might not be used to mountain 
thunder storms. He fell asleep dreaming that they were back in 
the buggy riding along alone together. 
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As morning lightened Warren's room, urgent duties of the 
farm drove him to get up. He should cut corn instead of traips-
ing off to Laurel on this Monday afternoon. He sat up and 
looked out. The rain had stopped. He slid into a fresh work 
shirt and a clean pair of blue overalls, reached for a shoe, 
and sat absentmindedly staring at it. Oh, yes--right foot. He 
tugged too hard, and broke the shoe string. "Damnl" he swore 
cheerfully, and went to look in his top drawer for another. 
Finally, with boots hooked and tied, he started for the kitchen, 
but stubbed his toe on the threshold, and caught himself against 
the door frame. 
"Hurt yourself, Fa?" 
"Oh, no," Warren lied casually, and stood still while the 
pain subsided from his back. Could he be in love, and so not 
watching what he did? Better get stern with himself. 
At the breakfast table he announced (just as a matter of 
fact), "Have to drive Miss Atwood over to Laurel to her cou-
sin's this afternoon. Fannie and Auntie are going, too." 
"That will be nice for Auntie," said Polly. 
"Hm," Warren agreed. Nice for him, also, for if she did 
not go, he'd have to make the trip back alone with Fannie. 
"Gosh, Pa," Harry spoke out, "with all those females1 11 
"Can I go, too, and help drive, Grandpa?" asked Bobby. 
"Wal' , now •••• " 
"I want to gol" 
"I guess it will have to be some other time." 
"I want to go todayl" persisted Bob. 
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11Now, Bobbie, don't bother your grandfather any more about 
that right now." Polly was holding the baby on her left shoul-
der while she made an attempt to eat with her one free hand at 
the same time that she pacified Bobbie. 
11Let me take the baby so you can eat your breakfast pro-
per," offered her father. Polly handed him over, and Warren 
thought that he had the boy under control, but somehow a fly-
ing fist knocked a cup of coffee over the table cloth, his long 
dress, and his grandfather's knees. 
11Thank goodness 1twa 1n't scaldin' hotl Never knew a cup 
of coffee to go so far. He must be made of elastic to stretch 
so." 
Daniel merely set about rummaging around his grandfather's 
cheek in search of food while his mother cleaned up the spilled 
coffee. 
11Here, try chewin' on this spoon instead of my chin," 
offered Warren. 
110h, heavens, Pa, that's too hard for his gums. Better 
let me have him back." 
It occurred to Warren that this was not his day for handl-
ing anything right, and thereupon fell into a reverie of Julia--
her eyes that changed color with the light, her nose, her fi~~e. 
Then he checked himself momentarily. Ridiculous for a man of liia 
age to lose his common sense, he told himself. He was no boy t·o 
be impetuous and day dream over a girl. But then, on the other 
hand, did years matter so much? Julia still had girlish ways, 
but she couldn't be called young. Fannia had known her for a 
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long time, mostly through correspondence. Years--just what was 
time, anyway? Who really knew? Could anyone define it surely 
any more than he had been able to define love in that sermon 
he had tried? Must have thought he was awfully smart to try 
to figure out love. 
"Isn't that right, Papa?" he heard Polly asking. 
"Wouldn't want to say," he chanced as an answer. 
"Ha-hal Papa, you didn't hear a word I said, did you?" 
Warren grinned admission, and got up slowly from the table 
as he waited for his back to limber. He had overdone the day 
before, and knew the long ride that afternoon would probably 
set him back further, but he was going regardless. Without fur-
ther deliberation, he set about the most urgent of the farm 
work. 
1hile he moved around the corn field, Warren kept an eye 
on the weather trying to forecast what it would be later in 
the day. The sky showed lightat the horizon, and grey clouds 
overhead were shifting. The foothills were a strong, cool blue, 
but the mountain peaks were still out of sight. It looked as 
though it might clear off bright, so he decided to take the 
surrey. He stopped work early to wash it off and to go over 
Prince's coat with curry comb and brush. Then he used what 
time he had left grooming himself. 
"Aren't you going to eat any dinner., Pa, before you go?" 
asked Polly. 
"Thanks just the same. I'm not a bit hungry." 
"You ought to sit down, at least for a bite." Her eyes 
appraised him. 
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"I always did like that white linen suit on you, 
Papa. It makes you look so distinguished!" 
As he started out of the driveway, Warren thought he had 
better take along his big umbrella to protect the ladies if 
another shower did come up, and without waiting to hitch Prince, 
left him standing while he went into the kitchen hall. He was 
gone but a minute when he heard Debbie screaming, and jumped 
to find Bobbie in the carriage seat holding tight to the reins, 
his face white and tense with fear under a garden hat of his 
grandfather's he'd put on. And there was Prince backing and 
backing up the knoll. The wagon was at a slant, back wheel 
grinding against the stone wall of the old well. In a second 
it would turn over. 
"Drop the reins, Bobbiel Hey, Princel" 
Prince, head high, was tugging against the tight reins 
which Bobbie was too frightened to drop. He reared, front 
legs pawing the air, as Warren with a running leap caught his 
bridle, and brought the horse down with the weight of his body 
and a hard yank. He led him wild-eyed to the hitching post, 
and fastened him, before lifting Bobbie from the wagon. He 
hugged the boy hard for a second, and handed him over with a 
spank to his mother. 
Warren couldn't say anything, but looked his misery at 
what his neglect to hitch the horse might have done, and Polly 
just nodded. 
"I tried to stop him, but I couldn't," said Debbie. 
Warren bent to wipe tears from her cheeks before starting 
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off again on his trip. He scolded Prince, and laid the whip 
once across his rump, then stopped blaming the horse. How was 
he to know but that the creature had been frightened? This 
was just another case of having a woman too much on his mind 
at his age, he told himself. 
As he neared his aunt's place, Warren heard Harry working 
on the stable flooring in the barn. He must be ripping up old 
dry boards, thought Warren, from the sound of squealing nails. 
So this time Happy was hard at work while his grim old father-
in-law was off for a few hours play ••• l Warren was just as 
glad that Aunt Hannah was ready and that they got started on 
their way without Harry's coming out of the barn. 
Warren had driven a quarter-of-a-mile with his aunt before 
her voice penetrated his thoughts with,"Be ye deef like I be? 11 
He looked around, but it took a second for his mind to 
focus before he shouted back, "Why?" 
"Asked you the same question three times." 
11Did ?" 
"Yes." 
"What was it?" 
"What was what?" 
"The question. 11 
"Oh, that. Lost it now. Some thing. • • • Oh, yes , I as ked 
if you knew what I dreamed last night." 
"Can ' t say ' s 1 do • '' 
"Tarnation! I didn't think you didl" 
"What did you dream about, Auntie?" He was contrite. 
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"Don't know as I should tell you now." 
Warren said nothing, but waited expectantly, and she con-
tinued: 
"I dreamed that Fannie was hit with a thunder bolt, and 
that you wer~ running up hill in the rain as fast as you could 
go, getting nowhere, because the hill ran down as fast as you 
ran up. When it stopped, you reached the top of it. Then the 
sun crune out strong and gave you a sunstroke. 
"Sounds reasonable to me." 
"It does?" 
"Sartin. Should have been a rainbow, too." 
"Wal', I did see part of one before everything went 
smokey yellow, and I felt as if I was falling a thousand miles. 
I woke up with a start and heard Hazel building the kitchen 
fire. The whole dream probably come from that and the storm, 
I presume likely." 
They rode along in silence for a while until Warren ex-
claimed, "Look at that treel Must have been hit last night." 
An ancient oak, a tall landmark, had been split down the 
center. 
"Give you pause, wouldn't it?" asked the old lady. 
Having stared at the wake of violence, both of them were 
glad to see the more pleasant sight of pale sunlight slanting 
across the road ahead. .A. untie straightened in her seat. "Going 
to burn off hot, I predict." 
At the Bushnells' neither Fannie nor Julia were ready, so 
Aunt Hannah got out to speak to May who was hanging out sheets 
in the clothes yard. 
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As Warren sat waiting alone, the chilling 
thought came over him that Julia might have changed over night--
lost the feeling of friendship, of being natural companions 
that they'd had the evening before. 
Here she camel He moved quickly to pick up her luggage, 
and his heart leapt for joy as his eyes seeking hers met liquid 
fire. He stood fixed for seconds that were eternities. Then 
a screen door slammed, and he looked up to see Fannie coming. 
Julia turned to climb into the rear seat, and Fannie clambered 
after her, as Aunt Hannah returned to join them. 
Warren's eyes were still on Julia at the same time that he 
tried to help his aunt into the carriage, but in that instant 
the carriage rolled a little as Prince shifted weight. Aunt 
Hannah lost her footing, and fell, skinning her knee against the 
round iron step. 
"Oh, lliY'l" The other women moved to surround her with con-
sternation. 
"I'm all right; just shook up, that's all." She settled 
her straw bonnet. "It 1s nothin 1 but a scratch, but, if you 
don't mind, I think I'll stay behind and visit with May. Sort 
of lost my taste for the journey. Pick me up when you come 
back, Warren." 
"I'm awful sorry, Auntie." He would have carried her into 
the house with any encouragement, but she restrained him with, 
"I know you be, but look at me walk--better than you could 
a week-or-two ago. You'd better get along." 
She waved goodbye, and Warren with the two beside him 
132 
(Julia once more in the middle) was on his way. He looked down 
at a fold of her yellow silk dress that lay against his white 
suit as though the two cloths would blend--Indian· silk with 
linen. He had had a sunstroke, all right; Auntie's dream had 
been right there; he'd been struck by a shining yellow rose. 
And its petals were tinged with cri~on, he thought, watching 
flame mount in Julia's cheek. 
She was talking to Fannie. "No, I haven't seen my cousin, 
Charlie, for years. His father and mother both died, and then 
when Grandfather Atwood went, also, Charlie came back to the 
old home in Laurel. The family never made a will--thought they 
only caused trouble, so the place belongs to whoever wants to 
live there." 
"Will he try to farm it just for himself alone?" 
· 
11No, I don't think so. He is something of an inventor; 
made a safety gadget for a sawing machine that was patented. 
Always in a dream, brooding over some new invention. He's a 
born mechanic, machinist, or blacksmith." 
"There'll always be plenty of work for him around here with 
those trades," said Warren. 
' 
"Where was he before he came to Laurel?" asked Fannie. 
"Detroit. Worked for Henry Ford." 
"Did?" Warren was interested. He would like to own one 
of these Model T's. 
As they talked the day turned clear and bright. Thick 
green foliage glittered by the roadside, but tongues of early 
autumn fire blazed here and there blood-bright in the sunlight. 
For over a mile their way followed Moody River which, full 
from rain, foamed white against the background of drooping 
hemlocks on the opposite bank. 
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"Did you ever s.ee anything more beautiful?" asked Julia. 
Warren nodded, glancing at her. 
Leaving the river far below at the bottom of a deepening 
ravine, the road curved up the steep side of Camel Back Moun-
tain, this way and that, up, up, and up. Warren stopped the 
surrey on level places to let Prince rest. Then even higher up, 
the air grew clearer and colder as they passed through a depth 
of virgin forest where the fresh smell of ferns in the damp 
woodland was sweet to breathe. 
With a final scramble, Prince-made the peak where they 
halted and looked around. Mountains rolled against the horizon 
as far as they could se~ in every direction. Only the spire 
of the church in Upton could be seen to the east. To the north 
there was only forestland, with one clearing in sight. 
"It's· almost frightening," whispered Julia. 
The descent on the other side of the mountain was taken 
slowly with Prince bracing back in his shafts against the 
dashboard as Warren held the reins taut. It was more hazardous 
than the ascent, and the women held on to .the wagon wherever 
they could. When they neared the bottom, Warren let the horse 
go, and it broke into a gallop. 
The old Atwood place was a spacious colonial house of 
weatherworn white,with a good sized barn, and farm land in back 
of it. In the driveway before the open barn door, a man was 
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half hidden as he lay on his back underneath a Model T. Julia 
bent down to call him, and Charlie Atwood pulled himself out. 
He was a man of medium build who had a far•eflf, dreamy look, 
and was well covered with grease and oil. 
"Sorry I can't shake hands," he grinned. "I wanted to 
get this thing repaired so I could come over and get you my-
self, Julia." His vague eyes brightened, "Ever ridden in one 
of these things?" No, they hadn't. "Well, if you folks want 
to look around the place, or sit on the porch, we'll soon have 
this running, and ····" Another man of about his own stature 
and age came out of the barn carrying a monkey wrench. "Like 
you to meet Gio, Giovanni Marino; works with me. My cousin, 
Miss Atwood, Miss Fannie Bushnell •••• " 
Gio smiled warmly, bowed to Julia like a cavalier, and 
saluted Fannie, "Ah-h, Francescal Eh, Charlie, why you no was 
tell me such beautiful senora was come? So I am all grease; 
so please forgive, angela dolce!" 
Fannie drew her head up, and returned his greeting with, 
"Pleased to meet you, too." 
"No think Giovanni is diavolo. Presto! Fickes auto; 
wash •em up, and everybody go for wonderful ride 1" 
While Fannie diligently explained reasons for returning 
to Upton promptly, Warren managed a few words with Julia. 
"You said you were planning to come back to visit Fannie 
before long •••• n Face to face, and talking to her, Warren 
suddenly felt self-conscious. 
"Yes, by the middle of September." Her eyes dropped. 
"I hope I'll see something of you then," he managed to 
get out, wondering why he should find it such hard work to 
utter those simple words. 
"We will, I suppose, be out to church, anyway." 
Julia appeared to be enjoying his hesitancy. 
13.5 
"It would be nice to hear from you in Boston, if you •••• 
Julia smiled, "It was good o f you to bring me over here 
today, and I'll be glad to •••• " 
Before she finished the sentence Fannie joined them, say-
ing, "Warren, if we want to get back before dark, we 1 11 have 
to start." 
" 
As the ride home began, Warren drove facing straight ahead, 
all his senses absorbed with Julia. She was going to write to 
him--she almost said sol And she had looked about to go on 
and say something complimentary which gave him a pleasant feel-
ing which he wanted to hold as long as he could. 
"Warren ft • • • • 
No answer. 
11 If you don't mind, 
11 Huh?11 
" • • • • 
Fannie retired into silence, but finding that that evoked 
no further question, after a while went on, "You know, I be-
lieve I agree with John Whiting that we should call Jeremiah 
Dolel I think he would do very nicely for the prevaling mood 
of that congregation." ("Congregation" apparently meant Warren 
in that instance.) "Tom Little had a nice long letter from him, 
and he says he's coming back, at least to visit. He does have 
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a nice, er, gravity!" 
11Gravi ty, eh? 11 Warren muttered, and scowled. 
Fannie seemed hurt, and drew back into her corner of the 
seat. Then, for a time, there was no noise but the clip-clopping 
of Prince's hooves on the road.· Hearing no more from his com-
panion, Warren turned his head enough to see that she was quiet-
ly drying the corner of an eye. On an impulse, he reached to 
pat her shoulder, when he heard the sound of an automobile, and 
looked back to see Gio, Charlie, and Julia coming. He just had 
time to pull Prince off to the side of the road to make way for 
the Ford. 
"Got her going!" yelled back Charlie. 
Prince reared in fright, and Warren flicked his ears with 
the whip. He flattened out into a straight hard run after the 
car which turned at the next fork in the road toward Centerville. 
The surrey rattled and swayed from one side oft he road to the 
other, and Fannie was tossed with it until the rising slopes of 
Camel Back slowed Prince to a walk. 
At the peak of the mountain, Warren stopped to rest the 
horse. He glanced at Fannie's face, and was troubled to see 
her unhappy for so long. If she'd been silly acting, it would 
have seemed more normal, and he wouldn't have been especially 
concerned, irritating as it might be. But this was different. 
Of course, he had not spent this much time with Fannie alone 
s~ce they were children, and he didn't know how she was out-
side of a gathering. He tried to make a few amends for being 
gruff by offering snatches of casual conversation. But Fannie 
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had lost her mood for chatter. 
When Warren drove into the Bushnell driveway, May came out 
to meet them. She looked worried, started to speak, and then 
hesitated. Something was wrong. 
"What r s the matter?. Where' s my aunt?" Warren demanded. 
"She's inside; didn't mean to scare you; just wanted to 
tell you that she did more 1n scrape her knee when she slipped 
this afternoon; she jammed the little toe of her right foot 
against the iron tire of the front wheel. At first she didn't 
give it much heed, bein 1 numb like, but after I fetched her a 
cup of tea, I coaxed her to take off her stocking. Wal', it 
was an ugly lookin' blue It • • • • May followed along after Warren 
to the door as she told the story. "She's had the doctor." 
"Must be bad, then. What did he say?" 
11 Told her not to dare set her foot to the ground, even to 
get home." 
"Yes?" he asked tersely. 
"And she has to keep it up level with her body most of the 
time if she sits up, but he'd rather have her in bed where it 
won't get bumped 'cause the circulation ain't what it should ba." 
May led him through the darkened parlor and the bright 
dining room into the kitchen where Aunt Hannah sat in a tall 
rocker with her foot resting on a pillow in a kitchen chair be-
fore her. He squatted down beside her, and took her hand, as 
May went back out to find Fannie. 
Aunt Hannah was lifted onto the low buckboard that Harry 
brought after he was called, and was driven slowly over the road 
back home. 
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Her bonnet was off, and the red in her hair glinted 
in the late afternoon sunlight. 
Suddenly her laughter broke the gloom, "What in Torment 
are you two lookin' so glum for? I ain't dead and buried yet, 
and I dOn 1 t like to be hurried!" 
With the old lady settled for the night, Warren stared 
grimly out of his aunt's dining room window at the dark spaces 
between the stars. Voic. The Hand that had made something out 
of nothing had not supported Aunt Hannah when his own had 
failed, when his eyes were averted for a second from Duty. 
"Oh," he groaned, "if only rtiY' mind had not been on that 
woman. But why should Auntie suffer for it?" he asked the big 
dipper that was tipped empty, and set his jaw. He had had just 
a few hours of happiness that had been like dazzling sunshine 
streaming through the knot hole of his life into the depths of 
a dark barn in winter. And it had turned to sadness so $Oon. 
(He wouldn't be surprised if Fannie was crying, too.) The sound 
of crickets, locusts, and tree toads seemed like a lamentation 
to his ears. They were loud enough about it. 
Warren stretched out on the cot bed which he had placed 
outside his aunt's bedroom where he could be within easy hear-
ing if she called, and fell so sound asleep he wouldn't have 
heard her if she did. With the first streak of dawn he was up, 
and having built the kitchen fire for Hazel, was off to his 
own place while the mists still enveloped the tops of the moun-
tains and trailed through ravines. 
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CHAPTER 1 
An orange sun was just rolling into view when Warren had 
changed into overalls and arrived at his barn to help with the 
milking. 
Harry welcomed him with a grunt, and asked, "What kind of 
a night did Auntie have?" 
"Quiet, from what she says." 
The two worked together in silence. When they were through, 
Harry hung up Warren's milking stool for him as the older man 
started the cows along to pasture. Warren noticed that the 
little red calf, Miranda, had grown into a sizable heifer since 
last spring when he first thought of asking Julia to come back. 
It was going to be another scorching hot day; the herd would 
probably lie in the shade a good part of it. Back at the house 
for breakfast at seven, Warren was glad that Polly did not 
question him closely about how Aunt Hannah received her injury. 
But she did ask, 
"How serious is it, Papa?" 
"I don't know, and May said the doctor didn't either, but 
he is going to call every day for a while, so you can judge by 
that. I want to hear what he has to say when he calls, so I'm 
goin' back over there after I do a couple of hours' work. I 
see we have a lot of ripe tomatoes that are going to turn rotten 
if they're not picked. Do you think you can handle them if I 
bring them in?" 
Every night now, Polly had the old copper boiler packed 
with mason jars bubbling away all evening after the children 
were in bed. "I'll do what I can with them. You know, I 
already have a hundred and twenty-three jars of berries and 
vegetables in the cellar cupboard; and that's not counting 
jelly or jam, either." 
In the garden Warren found that during the rain storm mud 
had spattered over the tomato vines and then had baked dry in 
the hot sun, and the surface ofthe earth was now tight clay 
giving the plants no chance for night dews to moisten roots. 
The ground needed cultivating. He stopped to look at the string 
beans; the vines carried thick clusters. Better let themgo, 
and thresh them for baked beans in another month. Corn should 
be picked, though, and the carrots would be woody if they 
were 1nt pulled. There was much more work than he and Harry 
could do, even if he were in good condition; have to hire Johnny 
and Reuben on for a while again. This was turning out to be an 
expensive summer. However, with the most urgent work done, 
Warren went back to his aunt's, and was there when the mail 
carrier stopped. He had talked with May, and was sorry to 
hear about Mrs. Lewis' injury; hoped she was coming along all 
right. May had sent a message along by him that when Doc White 
came that day to please ask him to stop in at the Bushnells. 
11What 1 s the matter there?" asked Warren. 
11She 1s worried about Fannie. Has pain in her abdomen that 
comes and goes, and when it is gone, she just sits there with a 
far away look not saying a word. Doesn't seem to care whether 
she's here or there. 11 
Meantime, Warren thought he'd give Tom Little a call, and 
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ask him what he thought of maybe asking John Whiting to take 
the pulpit for a Sunday as a way to flatter him and so perhaps 
stop his promoting the idea of Jeremiah Dole for the next mini&-
ter. Tom hemmed and hawed. 
"Now, Warren, do you think it's moral to flatter a man out 
of his honest opinion?" 
"Don't know how honest his opinion is." 
~ell, I think there's a principle involved, so we'd bet-
ter go careful." 
"Damn it all, Tom, how 1re you goin 1 to live in this world 
and not compromise once in a while over something?" 
"I don't know, but I never thought I 1d live to see the day 
when you'd say so. All right, I'll ask him. I'm sorry to 
hear about Fannie, though. Sadie'll probably go over and say 
hello. Oh, yes, before I forget, the ladies want a reception 
for Mr. and Mrs.Peters before they leave; just why they want 
to call a goodbye party a 'reception' is more than I know. 
One of us should get over there and help Peters knock down the 
beds and take their stuff over to the freight depot before long." 
In preparation for the doctor's visit, Hazel got Aunt 
Hannah "fixed." Her curled hair was silver and flame against 
fresh white linen pillow slips edged with wide white lace 
knitted on tiny needles from fine white thread. The ruffles 
at the neck and wrist of her white nightgown looked perky as 
the lady herself sitting up straight against the bolster and 
pillows at her back, but her hands were chalky, and her eyes a 
smokey grey, the blue having left them for her lips. 
"Oh, goodness, Hazell" 
"What?" 
"Those!" Aunt Hannah pointed to the top of the wash stand 
where a set of store teeth grimaced from a tumbler of water. 
"I guess I can stand them in while he 1 s here." 
"Here he comes now." 
Warren's voice was heard, "Believe you already know your 
way through this house." 
"Believe I do. How's the little fellow doing? Asleep~ 
Good morning, Mrs. Lewis!" 
"Good morning, Dr. White!" 
"How-do, Hazell" he nodded. "You folks look nice and cool 
in here. Sweltering hot outside. It's a roaster!" 
"That big maple outside my window helps. Sam and I planted 
it there fifty years ago. Keeps this roomwarm in winter and 
cool in summer. In a few weeks it'll be blazing as if someone 
set a torch to it." 
"That's what this day feels like." 
"Well, lady, going to let me see that foot of yours?" 
She drew it out from under the sheet, swollen, blue color-
ing settled into a ring around the base of the little toe, and 
flushed ruddy all over. Dr. White :relt for a pulse with broad 
finger tips on top of the foot, moved them a little, and tried 
again. 
"Well, bed's the place for you right now, and I'd like 
you to start drinking some alcohol." 
"What!" 
"Hm-hm. And do a simple exercise, like this, for your 
legs. I'll see you tomorrow morning.n 
On leaving, Dr. White asked Warren, "What's this you were 
starting to tell me about Fannie Bushnell?" 
Warren repeated Carl's message. 
The next day the Library was closed, andthere was a note 
on the door saying that it would not be open until further 
notice. When Sunday came, there was no organist, so the hymns 
were sung in wavering dissonance. John Whiting read a notice 
that there would be no Sunday School becaus~ of the illness of 
the Superintendent, Miss Fannie Bushnell. 
After John had the service underway, Warren heard someone--
no, it was more like two people trying to slip stealthily into 
church late. Without turning his head, he followed their steps 
as announced by the groan and squeal of old floor boards. 
Sque-e-e-ak! Now that was the seat of a pew three-quarters 
of the way back on the right. No regular member ever chanced 
sitting there because everyone knew it couldn't be done without 
the whole congregation knowing every time you moved a leg. Must 
be strangers. 
BANG! WHANG! CLATTER! There went the long wooden foot-
stool that was left in that particular pew because it never had 
set square on the floor, the top piece jutted out beyond the 
legs too far, and it tipped easily. Nobody wanted it, so it 
got shoved in there. Must be strangers all right sitting there. 
After a time, the attention of the congregation was again 
engaged by Mr. vVhiting as he shouted: 
"The way to HELL is wide • • • smooth ••• well paved--like 
a macadam road, a joy to travel. No mud, no ruts, no sand, 
no loose stones to lodge in a horse's hoof. Why, why is it so 
beautiful? I 1ll tell you; because every one of you here is 
helping to build it, and you 1re not held down by the small 
appropriation of taxes that I am as Director of Roads of this 
town. But I 1 ve had experience enough with road building to 
advise you to stop and survey your course! You may think this 
church is h ••• , er, ••• ah ••• hot today, but it is heavenly 
cool compared to d-d- ••• damn ••• DAMNATION! n 
A fit of giggles took the boys who were present; Sadie 
Little covered her face with her fan; Tom turned to take a long 
look out of the window. Without waiting for the benediction, 
one of the men stomped right out of the church, and said he 
wasn't coming back until the next Christmas when the thermome-
ter had dropped below zero and there were twelve inches of 
snow on the ground. 
Warren stood up from his pew, and turned to see who the 
visitors were who had inadvertently chosen the squeaky seat, 
and found they were Charlie and Gio. He went to speak to them. 
"Senora Francesca, she was no feel so good?" asked Gio. 
"May we can go see her." 
11She 1s not havin' callers." 
"What she need is good Italian vino and someone sing like 
she play. I sing opera for her. Priest is no for sick lady--
too much sad, make her sicker; cry when talk is bad, bad. I 
play guitar; make her laugh. Gio give her felicita. You 
know felicita?" 
"Io comprendo bene," Charlie assured him. 
"Well, well, well1 11 John Whiting burst in upon them, "I 
must say •••• " 
"Firel" There was a babble of excited voices in the ves-
tibulel 11Firel" 
Back Mountain." 
"Fire? I don't smell smoke. Where?" "Camel 
"The mountain's on fire 1" 
Warren joined the group outs ide to look o ff, hand over eyes, 
at the mountain. At its peak was a ball of orange the size of 
a bushel basket. There was only a light breeze; if they got up 
there in a.hurry, there might be a chance of controlling it, 
even though the woods were like tinder. It was five miles off 
from the town, another advantage. 
"If you fellows try to go home over the mountain, rrr'J guess 
is you'll drive right into that fire," announced Whiting. "If 
you want to join the fight, all right. Otherwise, you'd bet-
ter try to go around by Centerville the other way." 
"Throw some tools in rrr'J car, and we're with you," said 
Charlie. 
"Miss the fire? Never-never-never-never1 11 cried Gio. 
CHAPTER 8 
Warren drove home at a fast clip, and jumped into clothes 
that were fit for fire fighting. 
"Forgot your earmuffs," jested Polly. Her father and Harry 
were both dressed in logging boots, wool trousers, flannel 
.shirts, and old felt hats. She was helping them collect tools 
to throw into the farm wagon. 
"We want to help fight the fire!" Deborah and Bobbie 
thought it was a joyous occasion. 
"All right," agreed their grandfather. "Bring out the barn 
brooms; that can be your share. Help me lift this plow up into 
the wagon, Harry, we may have to make a line." 
"We're off l" Harry shouted back as they rattled out of 
the yard. 
nEver fight a forest fire before, Hap?" asked Warren. 
"Nope. Just brush and grass fires. How far do you suppose 
it's spread, Pa?" 
"Don't know; can't tell what's on the other side of the 
ridge. I do know the woods are terrible dry, and we're liable 
to get ground fires. They're treacherous." 
As they went past the Fosters, Harry remarked, "Hughie lit 
out half-an-hour ago in his buckboard." 
"Know he did. Never saw him go so fast. Your experience 
loggin' should be some help to you now. You'll find pine re-
sists fire pretty good, but cedars hold it once it gits in them." 
11 How do you think it started, Pa?" 
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11Can't say. I've been trying to remember how the boundary 
lines run up there." 
"I thought that mountain was owned by the towns of Laurel 
and Upton." 
"'Tis; but over to the Centerville side there's private 
owned forest. Take a court and ten lawyers to find out who 
owns what." 
"Heyl" An idea struck Harry. "Suppose somebody carried 
insurance, and set the fire?" 
"Not likely. Maybe somebody was huntin', or some hoboes 
were,campin' out. Hard to say." 
This was the longest conversation the two men had held 
in quite a while, and it took an emergency to bring it about. 
When Warren and Harry got half way up the mountainside, 
they found Charlie seated on a rock beside his auto mending a 
tire. The men who had ridden that far with him had gone along 
on foot. 
"Smoke smells strong from here," said Warren. 
11Air 1s thick with it. Guess I'll co~e with you fellows, 
and leave this job right here for now. Woopsl" A rabbit 
bounded across the road ahead of them. 
"Fire's go in' all right with the animals takin' their 
leave, 11 observed Warren. "Lookl tt 
A doe took the road in a lovely leap, and was gone down the 
ravine toward the river. 
"Wonder they didn't all go sooner." 
As they jolted along, Warren watched for a chance to ask 
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Charlie if he had heard from Julia. Finally, he managed to ask 
casually, "What do you hear from your cousin?" 
"She 's visiting with an Armenian minister's family in 
Boston." Charlie shifted on the hard wagon seat. "Say, got 
an idea for youl That man's having a time feeding a crowd of 
children--has ten or a dozen of them, and whatever salary he 
gets down there goes to buy food at the store. Now, if he were 
living up here in Upton, it shouldn't be too hard for you folks 
to provide a good share of the family's food out of what you 
raise. In addition to that and the use of the parsonage, he'd 
have what? Six-to-seven hundred a year?" 
"That's right. Worth thinkin' about. Ask Miss Atwood to 
put the idea up to him, will you?.n 
Near the top of the mountain they hitched the team beside 
the horses of men who were already up there, and broke into 
the woods where they found Tom, Hughie, John Whiting, and some 
others hacking a path through brambles and brush. Acrid smoke 
lay in low, curling drifts. 
"Good thing there's no wind to fan it," said Harry. 
"Soon make its own," Warren informed him."Lookl" 
A red fox streaked through briars, bushy tail ablaze. 
"My God! A livin' torch!" 
"He was late gettin' started!" 
"If he can make the river •••• " 
CRACK! A ball of pitch exploded, and orange flames rolled 
heavenward: 
Warren, having had more experience with forest fires than 
the others, pushed ahead through brush until he came out on 
the top of a ledge to the southwest side of the ridge; he was 
stopped there by blistering heat. Below him in a semi-circle 
was a seething sea of fire; enormous waves of flame streaked 
with black smoke. At the fringes of the conflagration, fresh 
bluish-white puffs rose here and there. The trees were hardly 
to be seen as wildfire flowed over their tops. 
"Charlie!" Warren shouted above the roar of the fire, 
"Can't you run your auto into Upton on the rim? Get Fannie 
Bushnell to phone in a general alarm, and have her tell the 
Warden in Centerville to use the road from there to Laurel for 
a fire line to come up from." 
"Right!" Charlie was on his way. 
"Should we call the State Forester?" asked Tom Little. 
"Not yet, anyway; what we have to do is divide up in 
crews." 
"Let's gol" Warren took his group (Harry, Hugh Foster, 
and the boys--Reuben and Johnnie) with the idea of outflanking 
the fire to the left. After going a quarter-of-a-mile down-
hill, they came across a logging road. 
"Here's a line ready made; bet there's slash ahead to 
watch out for, though." Warren's voice could not be heard under 
a shout. 
"Too bad Moody River's no good to us," yelled Harry. 
"Most likely full of boiled troutl" 
Whoo-oooo-oooooool Whooo-ooooooooo1 Whol A locomotive was 
running the short line from Laurel back to Centerville. 
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"That engine may have started the whole blaze," hollered 
Warren as he lead the others out of underbrush into a clearing. 
Below them a column of pitchy smoke rose and spread to 
cover the sun with black fumes. The noise of the burning trees 
had reached a steady roar which was occasionally rent with a 
cracking explosion. 
"Think the fires John and Tom Little are fighting will roll 
over here and meet this one," asked Hughie. 
"If they do, we'll be fighting up and down hill, but at 
least the fire 1ll be one big mass," shouted Warren. "Throw some 
dirt on that litter, Johnnie, and Hap, go to work with your axe 
on those trees. See if we can't clear a space." 
"See the charred bark on that tree, Pal Look at it shake1" 
The men fought, beat, and smothered quivering scarlet or 
swirling flames throughout the afternoon. Their feet were sore, 
their eyes were bloodshot, and their skin scratched, and still 
they kept on fighting, all the while waiting for Charlie to 
return with help, and wondering why it was so slow coming. 
Their hands, already calloused, had put on blisters, and their 
faces were raw. The younger ones began to slacken first--
hadn't learned yet how to stick to a job until they died. 
"Hold onl You'll get your next wind soon," Warren en-
couraged them. 
After another long stretch of backbreaking work in in-
tense heat, he shouted, "Here comes somebody!" 
It was Charlie, at last, with a few men to relieve Warren 
and his group so they could go to a sugar house toward the peak 
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of the mountain for doughnuts and coffee that women in town 
had made and sent up there. It turned out that Charlie had 
stopped to finish patching his tire, but that that was not what 
had taken him so long. He seemed he got to the Bushnells all 
right, then went over to Centerville to help the Warden raid 
the hardware store for fire fighting equipment: extinguishers, 
soda pails, and all that. When he got back to Upton, the 
women had the food ready to pack onto the load. 
Warren wanted to know why he had taken the trip to Center-
ville instead of letting someone from there drive out with the 
things since there were a few automobiles in Centerville. 
"Reason enough," said Charlie. "Your friend, Fannie, who's 
been sick got worse, all doubled up with pain. She had to go 
to the hospital for appendicitis. May rode down with us. I 
left the two of them there, and got back soon 1 s I could." 
That night, the men took turns at a few hours sleep on the 
bunks in the sugar house before going back to fire fighting 
which went on from Sunday afternoon through until Tuesday morn-
ing. 
Roaring fires blazed up the steep slopes blown by their 
own drafts through crowns of trees in mass conflagration. At 
times the men turned in headlong flight, and once the flames 
chased Hughie by himself. The others were screaming from the 
top of a crag, "Come on, Hughie! Runl" "Run for your lifel" 
"Run, run, run1" 
"Make a chainl" 
When Hughie reached the foot of the crag, Harry's hands 
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reached down to graap his. The two were pulled up, with 
Warren at the other end taking the brunt of the weight. 
"Gosh, Hughie 1 n 
"Ye-ah ••• ," he answered dryly, glancing back through 
scorching heat at rolling orange waves. "A minute more'n ••••" 
At that, Warren pressed the question that had been de-
bated about whether to use a back fire, and urged that they 
try it--not a very long one, since burning brands scattered 
anyway. It was agreed to attempt it; so Harry took a torch, 
and went along the logging road to set the back fire, while 
some of the other men stood in back of him ready to kill flames 
that spread to the rear. 
In a few minutes, the back fire was creeping downhill in a 
body that grew larger and larger as it neared the rolling sea 
of flame coming upward; closer, and closer, like two huge pre-
historic dragons, the two fires approached, until with a fierce 
roar they met and soared, lept skyward, then swirled, recoil-
ing toward earth, and were gone. 
A spurt of flame here, another there in blue-white flash; 
now a puff of smoke, then another, and shortly flanks of Camel 
Back were visible, stark, black, and barren. The noise ofthe 
fire had died with it, but the men still shouted from habit. 
"Holy mackerel!" 
"Did you ever see anything like that before?" 
"Good rain now, and we'll get a flood." 
"Don't tell me those are clouds of rain overhead now the 
fire's most out." 
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"Some of us will have to stay up here, use the sugar camp 
to live in, and watch for any fresh outbreaks." 
Harry volunteered to stay, for one. "Tell Polly I'll be 
home later. So long, Pa." 
"Charlie Atwood and me, we go hospital," said Gio. "Fickes 
my knee • " 
11Fix your knee, or visit the senora?" the others joshed him. 
"Eh-h-hl Bene, bene, benel I visit Senora Francesca. She 
and her sister gotta nice farm. I make very good farmer, very 
good, besta farmer ~~ywhere. She will find not everyone care 
she is sick, like Gio. We go, Charlie." 
The rest of the men all wanted to go home and get some 
sleep, and tend to their farms. Warren was no exception. He 
collected his farm tools, threw them onto the floor of the 
wagon, and started down the mountain road, tired and dirty, but 
thankful it was over. If the backfire had not worked (and 
it might not have), they'd have all been up there in that hell 
yet. It was a chance he had taken, and it had ha::;pened to work. 
God, he was tired. His eyes were smarting and swollen so that 
he looked out through half-closed eyelids. His face was sooty, 
and his blackened hands held the heavy reins automatically, 
feeling having left them. His trousers were torn as was his 
hat that had a hole or two burned in it. During the excite-
ment of the fight, he had not been conscious of his back. Now 
it was beginning to hurt again. If it wasn't for his back, he 
thought he'd surely fall asleep. 
"Hold on, Warren, 11 he admonished himself, "the fight isn't 
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over until you gi t yourself home;: you have to keep goin' right 
through the tag end of it. Keep going, and keep going, and be 
thankful." 
Much of the rest of the way he spent talking to Ned or 
Jake, as they braced back in the traces. He told them that he 
liked to make sense out of things that happened in life, but 
that he'd never been able to get much out of forest fires. 
They started, and he had to fight. Most of the ones he'd been 
in were the penalty they paid up there for letting the railroad 
come through. What price for progress--if it was that? Then 
his thoughts got jumbled: Fannie in the hospital; hard to 
imagine her as sick; Julia--would she ever come back? Auntie 
in bed. This fire. Was it all part of the nightmare of ill 
omen that Auntie had had after the thunder storm? Foolish to 
think so, probably, yet the trouble that had come since did 
run along with it. Auntie was odd that way--she got forebod-
ings of things that did actually happen as she felt they would. 
Much of the future must already be set in advance. Oh, the 
deuce, he was tired; he couldn't keep trying to make meaning 
out of all that had happened. Wasn't it enough for a man to 
fight a forest fire without nagging himself afterwards by try-
ing to fit it into some scheme of life? He was too tired to 
think. 
They had reached the bottom of the mountain. "Git along 
there. Git along." He slapped the reins on the horses' rumps, 
and they fell into a heavy jog. It was beginning to sprinkle 
as he turned to go home by Aunt Hannah's place. When he reached 
155 
the foot of the hill leading to her house, he saw Deborah 
and Robert running to meet him. Bobbie's blue overalls flashed 
along one rut of the dirt road; Deborah's lavendar skirts flut-
tered in the other. Polly was following. 
Warren got down from the wagon, and they flung themselves 
at him. 
"Is the fire all out, Grandpa?" 
"We think so. " 
"Where' s Daddy? Why didn't he come home with you?" 
"Polly caught up with the children, "Papa, you must be 
worn outl" 
"I am. n 
"Hap still up there?" 
"Guardin', for fear the fire may crawl along roots under-
ground and blossom out again. Climb in; your shirtwaist is 
going to get soaked." 
"I don't care. We turned Auntie's bed around so she could 
watch the fire, too. We were all so glad when we saw the smoke 
clearing." 
"How are the babies?" Warren urged the horses into a trot. 
"Good. They're in one big crib in Auntie's room right now. 
She likes them there to keep her company." 
"How's her foot?" 
Polly hesitated before answering briefly, "So-so. Doctor 
White comes every day." 
"He does, huh?" A frown of anxiety formed on Warren's 
grimy forehead. 
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"Yes; says he's waiting for the day when they find anything 
for hardening of the arteries. The walls inside are clogged 
up, and nobody knows how to do anything to increase the flow of 
blood to amount to a row of chucks. That's what makes her foot 
red, and why she's not to bear weight on it." She broke off, 
"If God has finished makin' this world, Pa, I 1d say he left it 
pretty imperfect." 
"And I 1d agree, specially just after fightin' a. forest 
fire. All any one of us got was a short snooze when we got a. 
turn on a bunk in an old sugar camp up there, and we're all 
wore out." 
Hazel was standing at the kitchen door to welcome them as 
they drove into the yard. 
"She begins to look almost like one of the family,u com-
mented Warren. 
"Auntie's impatient to see you," she called. 
Warren left Polly to hitch the horses, and went indoors. 
"Isn't it wonderful! Fire under controll You look as 
though you'd like a chance to wash up and sleep." Aunt Hannah 
reached up from her bed to kiss his tired, dirty face. "Let me 
see your hands." 
It took effort for Warren to open long fingers that were 
still curled in position for clutching implements. Auntie 
closed them back, holding her own hands over them. 
"I'm goin' up to my place and sleep around the clock af-
ter I see to the stock." 
He bent over the side of the crib, "My landl These two 
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young fallers have grown all over in the two or three days 
since I left. Hazel's boy still has his black hair. Look at 
it, thick and straight as a brushl" 
"I know. You better git along home, unless you want to 
go to sleep standing right there." 
"Tell me first about your foot." 
"Oh, that? Wal', it looks like I'm stuck with that •••• 
It may well be the death of me. I guess you can stand the news 
if I can •• If gangrene sets in and spreads, the leg will have 
to come off; or, if a blood clot gets loose and travels, it may 
mean a stroke or heart failure. Can't say I'm lookin' forward 
to any of those; but not much can be done except to do a few 
exercises and take tumblers of alcohol. So that's that, and 
there ain't no use groanin'." 
"Does it ache?" 
"Yes, it does; sometimes more, sometirrss less. You'd 
think the alcohol would kill some of the pain, wouldn't you, 
but it do~'t seem to make much difference. So I try to think 
of something else, like the two boys there." 
Warren took the suggestion, and asked, "Girls have any 
trouble round the farms while Hap and I were off?" 
"Nothin' tremendous. Hazel told me the kitchen pump 
handle broke yesterday, and so they've been totin' water from 
the well, and that's not good where they each gave birth to 
a child not so long ago. There's a new handle layin' on the 
carpenter's bench in the woodshed." 
"'t 1won't take but a jiffy to put it in, then I guess I'll 
get along home." 
"You may as well stay long enough to eat. I can smell 
salt pork bein' tried out, so I reckon we're goin' to have 
flapjacks, probably with berries and maple syrup--should be 
good 1 Cream and butter now 1 s from this new cow we got." 
"Sounds good, but •••• " 
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"Doc White has yet to call today. I suppose he's been at 
the hospital lookin' after Fannie. He told me yesterday he 
wished she'd take more of an interest in life." 
" ••• with all she takes part in?" 
"She's too limp to suit him. He goes in and out of the 
room, and she hardly notices. That's not like her." 
"No, 't'ain't. I'm sorry to hear she's that sick. Maybe 
now that I'm home Polly can get down to see her." 
"Not allowed to see anybody right now." 
Warren was on the threshhold when Aunt Hannah asked, "Did 
anyone tell you I had a note from Julia Atwood the other day?" 
He turned, "A what from who?" 
"'A notefrom Julia Atwood', I said." 
"You didl Wha'd she say? Is it around; can I read it?" 
"Look in the front of that top bureau drawer." 
"Not there." 
"No? Wal r, try under the scarf. No? Now where could 
Hazel have put it? Look under all these pillows and inside 
that bolster cover." 
Warren had searched in every place in the room that he or 
his aunt thought the letter might possibly or even improbably be 
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when she asked him to lift her up into the rocker to sit while 
he was busy replacing the pump handle. This done, she aug-
gested he try one more place--between the feather and the straw 
mattresses. No, it was not there, but when she chanced to 
place her left hand over her chest, they heard a faint crackle 
under the embroidery of her high-necked nightgown. She reached 
inside, and pulled forth the note. 
"Here you are, young man. I never meant to do that on 
purpose!" 
But Warren was lost in bold, fluid handwriting, and hardly 
heard her as he read that Julia did hope that Aunt Hannah's 
condition was improving and that she was 
very much distressed to read about the fire in 
the paper, and watching for news that it is all 
out. I suppose everyone there has been in the 
fight one way or another. 
And was that the closest she was going to come to mention-
ing him, Warren Ames? He supposed he was safe in assuming she 
included him in with "everyone." We 11, here, she did say: 
••• people of Upton, true to their nature as 
the countryside is to its ownl It is most 
beautiful to one who looks for the perfec-
tion of integrity. 
Good heavens! If the place up there still looked that 
good to her ••• 1 Surely, he was one of the people--and so, 
beautiful? Oh, no! He knew better; "middlin' homely" fit the 
Ameses. 
"Nice letter," Warren breathed. "I had been wondering if 
there was one for me up at the house." 
"Maybe. There may even be one here. Polly was the one 
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who went out to meet the mailman this morning when he stopped." 
"She didl Say •••• Pollyl" Where on earth was she? 
"Pollyl" 
"What's the matter? What do you want, Papa?" 
He followed her voice to the kitchen, "Any mail for me 
while I was gone?" 
110h, yes, I guess so. Usual papers, magazines, and thinga." 
"Letters?" 




"I' 11 just get the new pumpi--1handle in place, and we 1 11 head 
for home. Like to see what's there." 
"If it's her letter you 1re after, that's here on top of 
the chiffonier." 
In a moment, Warren had seated himself in the doorway of 
the woodshed, and was skimming the contents of the letter. They 
were very brief, but he treasured every word • 
••• terrible fire, and I have been think-
ing of you undoubtedly up there fighting it. 
"Papal Supper is all ready. Your griddle cakes are get-
ting cold!" 
"Be right there. Don 1 t wait." 
I am staying with Armenian friends here 
in Boston, and the children make a lively 
household while further plans for preaching 
engagements are being made for me by my 
Missionary Society. 
"Papal Are you coming? There's a chunk of ice forming on 
your coffee 1 n 
"Yes. Asked you not to wait." 
Whether the schedule they arrive at 
will allow a return visit to Upton this 
fall, I do not know. 
"Papa, Debbie and Bob refuse to eat without you." 
"All right. Comin' 1" 
I have heard no news from Fannie, and 
have asked Cousin Charlie to look in 
on her someday. 
Cordially, 
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Cordially, cordially • • • • Nice sounding word, cordially. 
Love, now, would have sounded even better; but then •••• 
Warren folded the letter, tucked it away in his shirt 
pocket, and went into the house wondering whether Julia had 
had him in mind with her "perfection of integrityn in his 
Aunt's letter. Never thought of being honest as anything 
beautiful. Just something a person had to be if he was to be 
a person at all. Either that, or be nobody. That's all there 
was to it; nothin' fancy. His back hurt, and he hoped he'd be 
able to stand up out of the dining room chair once he sat down 
in it. 
Once home, Warren slept heavily for a night and a day. 
When he tried to dress and go about his chores, he found that 
his back had relapsed. Another stay in bed followed, with 
Polly preparing hot packs to steam his muscles and his neigh-
bor, Hugh Foster, tending the stock--not that Hughie didn't 
prefer doing that to working on his own farm where he'd be 
within hearing distance of his wife's scolding voice. 
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Warren found it frustrating and discouraging to have to 
lie in bed again and accept help from others. But with that 
conceded, he admonished himself: Easy, now; use your head, 
exercise your patience, and outlast this set back. It's a 
matter of waiting, this fight. So wait easy. Julia thought 
of you in her letter as fighting a mountain fire--do you want 
to answer her that you're now flat in bed? The sooner you re-
lax out of this fix, the sooner you can write to her. 
He did improve so that before long he was able to stir 
around out of doors again. On an early morning, he sat down 
on the back doorstep to take a new look at the world that sur-
rounded him. The blackened, charred slopes of Camel Back lay 
to the west in a grim picture of death. Up there at the top 
of it, Harry was still "on watch." The danger of a fresh 
outbreak of fire was all over, and the others left on guard 
had gone home. But not Harry. He was having a nice vacation 
for himself. Suppose he had earned one, so had every man who 
had fought up there. But this was harvest time with crops 
ready and waiting to be brought in, and no one else but Hap 
thought he could afford to take time off now. 
Warren drew a long breath which eased out in a slow sigh--
much more trouble or sloth and the family would be poor within 
a year. The comfort it had had depended on steady, hard work. 
If the men could not bear their load, there would come a 
limit to what Polly and Hazel couQd do. For the nine people 
in the family, those two girls had been carrying more than their 
share already, and in a summer when each had given birth. In 
addition, Hazel was still only a girl of fifteen on duty 
night and day over at the other house looking after her 
baby and a bedridden old lady, as well as tending to a cow, 
some hens, a pig, and a small garden. Some of the trouble 
could be laid right at his own door, he knew that--losing his 
temper with a silly old Rhode Island Red, and getting into a 
state over a lady at his age when he already had plenty of re-
sponsibilities on his hands. Perhaps he had not given Hap 
enough chance to be the man of the place. But surely Auntie 
was giving him chance enough over there, and still he pre-
ferred to sit on a mountain top than knuckle down to work. 
Warren sought a more pleasant subject for thought, and 
turned to look off toward the northeast where the rising sun 
had lit bright patches of green clearings in the distance. 
Rosey flanks and blue ravines ran toward purple peaks. Gold 
foliage at the foot ••• purple at the peak •••• Good colors 
for Julial There they were again in a clump of goldenrod and 
asters. The corners of his lips quirked upward, and a sug-
gestion of dimples showed in his cheeks. Perhaps he could get 
a letter off to her before the family was up, a letter saying 
plainly ••• what? That he loved her? No, that would be too 
hasty. 
Having collected writing material, Warren seated himself 
at the kitchen table. He dipped his pen in the ink bottle, 
shook it on a blotter, studied the point, cleaned it vigorously 
with a wiper. "Dear Julia", he wrote, and stopped to study 
his penmanship. What a scrawl! His hands were still pretty 
164 
stiff, and just at the time when he wanted to please a cultured 
woman of the worH--a school teacher, at that. He used up the 
rest of the sheet practicing handwriting, threw it into the fire, 
and began over again. On rereading what he had written, it 
appeared much too blunt. Prince's whistle at Tom Little's mare 
was more subtlel She never failed to get excited over it, 
either. He stopped to consider that whistle--peremptory, chal-
lenging, a call to adventure, and tried to imitate it. No, 
no ••• something was lacking; perhaps it was that Prince was a 
young stallion. No, Prince wasn't much help to him. Now, wait--
the stallion's call was urgent and sincere, a demand that a 
need be met. All right, then, he allowed himself, go ahead;· 
be imperative; be sincere; but be subtle enough so as not to 
scare the lady. That was itl Don't startle her. 
He just had an idea when he lost it again because he heard 
Polly and the children getting up. Scooping up his writing 
equipment, he hurriedly got it out of sight into his own room. 
"What on earth is the kitten playing with?" asked Polly 
during breakfast. 
"I dunno." 
"Why, it's the pen wiperl How on earth did she ever get 
that?" 
"Couldn't say." 
He scraped back his chair, and with an "excuse me", re-
tired to his room to try again to compose his love letter. 
Finally, as the time drew near for Carl to stop by with the 
mail, he decided that Julia would simply have to accept him and 
his writing as they were or not at all. His final version 
read: 
Thank you for your letter which I have just 
read again. (Best not say how many times 
he had read it over and over again until 
it was worn at the edges.) It is almost 
like talking with you. 
This morning I was up early watching 
the light come over the hills. It was 
beautiful, and I wished you were here to 
share it with me. 
I hope very much that whatever preach-
ing tour is arranged will still allow time 
for you to come back here for a visit this 
fall. There are many things I would like 
to talk over with you. When your plans are 
made, I would be grateful if you would let 
me know what they are • 
Respectfully yours, 
Warren 
P.S. You were asking about Fannie. 
She has had to have her appendix out, and 
is still in the hospital with no one al-
lowed to see her b~t May. 
Perhaps you have heard from Charlie 
that we would be glad to consider your 
Armenian friend as candidate for the pul-
pit here. Will you ask him to let us 
know his mind on the matter. 
Written! The letter was written, sealed, and on its 
way. She might possibly smile at it for being simple--
still, he thought he had used a little caution in it. 
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CHAPTER 9 
With the letter mailed, the days of waiting for Julia's 
reply became harrowing. Would she come back this autumn? 
Yes ••• or no? No ••• or yes? Warren swung between the 
alternatives thinking that such indecision could drive a 
man mad. Every time the mailman came, his suspense rose 
to a pitch of excitement which subsided into dejection be-
fore he began to hope again for what might be in the next 
day's mail. All the while, he brooded, and ruminated, as 
he worked at the harvesting of his crops. His struggle was 
to get them picked and stored away before they could either 
rot or be killed by frost which would arrive before long. 
Keeping a farm up was one long, continuous fight against 
the Adversary, anyway, in one form or another whether it be 
blight, insects, rats, bats, mice, or disease. Oh, yes, or 
taxesJ But a man's efforts weren't wasted, that showed 
plain enough whenever one quit work on a place. 
Take that deserted farm up the way; hardly showed it 
had been under cultivation a year or so after the owners 
left. The apple trees in the old orchards were covered with 
suckers; hayfields had gone to goldenrod and wild raspberry 
vines. The empty house, lonely and sweet enough to haunt 
you (even though snakes and wild creatures lived in it), 
stood there looking like an old mother dying on her feet 
while she waited for children who never came home. The 
nature of a mother was to stick until she died--not for 
herself, though. There was Aunt Hannah, for one. There 
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were times now when she thought her sons, long dead, should 
come in from the field. Her mind was beginning to wander, 
yes, but that was the direction it took •. 
"Why don't they come in out of the noonday heat?" she'd 
fret. 
And Warren would remind her, "Remember, Auntie, they 
went off to the Civil War." 
"I know they didl But they should be home working the 
place. Oh • •• • Well, where's Sam?" 
"Gone over twenty years, now." 
"Oh, he is not either. I was just talking to him last 
night. Asked him if the negro folk were all right up in 
the attic chamber. Feeling in the town bein' what 'tis, we 
have to stow them away ••••" 
Warren had heard the tale over and over again about the 
place having been a station in the Underground Railway. 
"That was a long time ago, Auntie." 
Then Auntie would go on, saying that David in his crib 
wasn't the first outside baby to be born in the house. One 
of the negro women had had one upstairs. 
"Did she make Canada with the child?" 
"Ayah, she did; but that's all we ever heard. Always 
had a longin' to know wh~ become of that infant. Seems part 
of you waits forever to know what happened to any child you 
ever knew." 
One day she shook her head, and looked up at Warren with 
clouded eyes to say, 11 Time • • • • Time is peculiar, Warren. I 
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get everything I ever went through in ray whole life all 
goin' together in the present to once. It is confusin'." 
Things were not going well at all with Auntie, and 
Warren took turns with the others in sleeping outside her 
door in case she wanted anything in the night. But she sel-
dom called them. Sometimes one might wake, by chance, and 
find her sitting up in bed alone during the endless night 
hours, rocking back and forth in pain. A cup of tea, a back 
rub, a tumbler of whiskey were about all that could be given 
her, except the consolation of human company. 
One day she addressed Warren, "I want to know what's 
the latest word from Fannie. She ought not to be lyin' in 
that hospital bed neither comin' nor goin', not gettin' well 
enough to get out and live, nor bad enough to<die. That's 
a poor state to be in." Then with some of her old pepper on 
her tongue, she snanped, "Everything's come to a standstill. 
You'd think we were all tryin' to ride through Torment be-
hind Fred Hale's balky horsel" 
A howl from David's crib echoed her feeling. 
"Now, now, darlin', you should laugh, not cry, at your 
age." She shook a rag clown at him, but David only howled 
the louder under the torment of hunger, until his mother came 
and carried him away to be fed. When his crying subsided, 
Auntie had more to say about the standstill of affairs. 
"Has that Pastoral Supply Committee of yours got sight 
of a likely candidate yet?" 
nNot exactly," hedged Warren. 
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"What's the matter, you lookin' for Jesus himself? Or 
maybe another man like Mr. Peters? 1 T 1ain't likely you'll 
find either." 
"Have to a~ree on some man who'll agree to us; that's 
all." 
"That's enough with all men on the Committee. They can 
spend more time on theory, and get less done!" 
"Think we should put a woman on it? Or maybe have one 
as minister?" 
"Only thing it would harm would be the men's pride if 
you did." 
"st. Paul " • • • • 
"What St. Paul had to say about women w'n't among his 
best sayin 1 s. Most he could see in women was their hair!" 
That, of course, put Warren in mind of a woman preacher's 
glorious head of black hair. Should he tell Auntie how much 
he thought of Julia? He hesitated to expose himself; be-
sides he didn't know how Julia felt yet. It would be a re-
lief to tell someone, though. 
"Auntie 
" • • • • 
"Wal' ?" 
"You remember Julia Atwood?" 
"Sartin'. Why?" 
"How' d you take to her w.hen she was here'?" 
Auntie's eyelids lowered slightly as she recalled her im-
pression. "Attractive; uncommonly attractive woman. Used to 
public appearance. You don't get to know her at first glance. 
170 
Why, thinkin' of her as candidate?" 
"Yes, for marriage!" 
Warren missed the half-hidden smile on his aunt's face. 
"Do tell." 
"Ain't you even surprised?" he grumbled. 
"After the way you turned this place upside down look-
ing for her letter on your way home from the fire, to say 
nothin' of the way you've been goin' around lookin' sweet 
and foolish for the last few months? With you, spring fever's 
lasted all summer and into the falll" she laughed. 
Warren scewed up his face. 
"Oh, now, don't look so put out," she cajoled him. "Tell 
me, what does she say to your idea?" 
"She don't. I haven't even had a chance to talk to her 
alone for five minutes yet." 
Aunt Hannah pulled her spectacles down from her fore-
head and studied her nephew as she asked, "What are you goin' 
to do about Fannie?" 
"'Do'! What do you want me to 'do' about B'annie?" He 
sat up rigid in his chair. "What's she got to do with it?" 
11Why's she always actin' like you should mean somethin' 
special to her?" 
"Couldn't say." 
The conversation ended there, but after he was back toil-
ing in his cornfield, Warren could still hear Aunt Hannah ask-
ing, 1'\'Vhat are you go in' to do about Fannie'?" 
Going to do? Why should he have to do anything? Of 
171 
course, he'd help her if he could, the same as anybody. Any 
hospital was dismal from the outside to Warren, to say 
nothing of going right into one and staying there. Just to 
look at the one at Centerville gave him a sick feeling. A 
body might better die at home than be scared to death in one 
of those places. Fannie must be hardy to be in there this 
long and still live. Too bad for her to be there, of cours~, 
but if she wasn't allowed visitors, why should he be the one 
to try to see her, there being nothing special between him 
and Fannie anyway, nothing that wasn't better forgotten, so 
he and Fannie had agreed a long time ago. For his part, he 
had more than half forgotten the feeble minded boy of seven-
teen who was still in the eighth grade. Warren never knew 
who was more of a fool, the boy or the ones who allowed him 
to be there with the children, until •••• There came a mild, 
sunny day in September when Warren and Fannie had roamed 
out of bounds into the forest in back of the schoolhouse. 
They were going to find beechnuts for Warren to munch on d~­
ing the afternoon to relieve the pain of fractions. Fannie 
had strayed off a way by herself, then came streaking back 
through the woods to him white as a sheet, too scared to even 
screech, with that feeble minded fellow after her. So, Warren 
beat him, ending with, "Now git for homel" 
The fellow hadn't put up much of a fight; he wasn't as 
big or as strong as Warren, though he was older. He went 
home with two black eyes, and never came back to school. His 
folks put him away somewhere. 
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Warren and Fannie, frightened at what the teacher might 
do to them for going out of set bounds, and at what she 
might tell their parents, decided to forget the whole thing. 
And maybe they could have if she hadn't kept on running 
toward him, and he away from her. 
Of course, Fannie had acted hurt some when he had married 
Abby, but notions about careers for women outside the home, 
along with the fact that her sister, May, tended to the house 
for both of them, had given her plenty to do. She'd been 
music teacher, organist, superintendent of the Sunday School, 
chairman of the Missionary Committee, delegate to the State 
Women's Suffrage Association Conference, member of the School 
Committee--he didn't know what all. And she went at every-
thing she did the same way she played the organ--with all 
stops out, including the tremolo, whether it was "Nearer My 
God to Thee", "Forward, Press Forwardtt, or "Onward Christian 
Soldiers"! That woman surely knew how to get on his nerves, 
hard working and honest though she was. There was no more 
reliable woman for town or church work in Upton, nor one more 
ready to undertake it, but that didn't make her charming to 
him. 
The mid-afternoon sunlight suddenly dimmed, and Warren 
stopped work to look up at the sky. He had been too lost in 
thought to notice that no blade was stirring over the whole 
cornfield. Even the meadows and hills all appeared much too 
quiet for any good. A brooding sense was over the land, and 
a sound of apprehension in the noise of the insects. A flock 
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of birds lifted into the air with one movement to head south. 
By all the signs there must be a line storm coming. B~­
fore it hit, he'd better hustle to get things under cover, 
shut up the barn, fasten down the bulkhead doors, and close 
some blinds on the house. On the other side of the river, 
he could see Hazel going about doing the same over there. 
As he hurried to beat the storm, the light turned a 
murky yellow which darkened toward green and settled close 
over all the earth around. Yet the wind held its breath un-
til a fallen oak leaf whirled upward; then maple leaves 
scuttled in a flurry. Trees swung in the wind as the gale 
gathered. An unlatched shutter on the house banged; a door 
slammed; a loose shingle ripped off the roof, and went fly-
ing. Single large drops of rain splashed here, there, in 
the dust. A fit of rain drove against the northeast side of 
the house and barn, paused, and the tempest broke in earnest. 
Warren stood to watch the storm from the kitchen win-
dows with Polly and the children. 
"Did you phone Auntie's after Hazel went in?" he asked. 
"Yes, she says things are all shut up and tied down. 
Aunt Hannah told her what to do. Think they'll be all right 
over there alone?" 
"Much so as any other time. Main thing is for folks to 
stay put when this weather kicks up." 
Squeals from Debbie and Bob called their attention to the 
corn crib which had been lifted off the ground by the wind. 
It sailed a way, and crashed down on its side. 
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"That's fun1 11 agreed the children. 
"Look, PaJtt Polly pointed at an old elm going over head 
first, roots up. "This is a hurricane!n 
And out of the hurricane rolled Harry, crouching over 
the handle bars of his bicycle. He struggled with the shed 
door, got himself and the wheel inside, and came into the 
house. He was greeted with shouts, hugs, kisses from Polly 
and the children while a pool of water gathered on the kitchen 
floor from his dripping clothing. 
11You stay right here by the stove and change your things ,t' 
Polly ordered. 
"All right. Say, kids, go get me a big turkish towel, 
will you?" 
Meantime Warren clapped on an old felt hat, and went out 
to see to the ~tock. 
In the barn, Prince was jumping in his stall and neigh-
ing wildly. Ned and Jake, both nervous, stomped and tossed 
their heads. The cattle were restless. Warren moved about 
among the animals talking, stroking noses, and patting them 
until they quieted down. Eventually, he got one and another 
to accept hay, or water, and after a time they began to 
drowse in the dim barn. 
With the animals at peace, Warren sank down on a hay-
pile to rest. There was a sense in which the storm seemed 
good to him, destructive though it was. It was something for 
which he was in no way responsible, and it did allow a breath-
ing spell from Duty. Warren prayed God to keep people safely 
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throughout the storm, and was soon put to sleep by the hyp-
notic drumming of the rain on the roof. 
The next day the rain was still pounding. Telephones 
were out of order, so Warren thought he had better see how 
things were doing at his aunt's. He thought he'd make out 
better on foot than in the carriage, so he hauled on his 
high rubber boots, and plodded over t here through the deep 
mud of the road. The driving rain blurred his vision so 
that he could not see much as he went, but as he crossed the 
bridge over Moody River, he was surprised to find how near 
the planks the rushing water came. 
At Aunt Hannah's, Hazel was carrying on nicely under 
the old lady's advice. 
"Ye seem to be doing all right over here," Warren spoke 
loud so his aunt could hear him. 
"Of course we be; think we're foolish enough to try go-
ing out in this weather, the way you did?" At the same time 
that she snapped at him, she smiled in gratitude that he had 
bothered. "If you're lookin' for somebody to worry about, 
there's John Whiting and his wife. His place is set low, 
right at the foot of Camel Back, and along side the river. 
If he don't get a landslide from one, he's liable to get 
flooded by t'other. Just because those acres have rich soil 
is no reason for havin' a farm there. When folks first built 
there, I said they was crazy, and I said the same of him for 
buyin' the place when they left. A man's better off to take 
a poorer piece of earth and build it up than settle down with 
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danger front and back all the time. Oh, I suppose we're all 
fools some ways though smart enough in others. Look at you, 
out in all this. If you're going home tonight, I say start 
now before dark begins to lower; otherwise, stay here for the 
night. 11 
Warren wanted an idea of how his neighbors were making 
out, so he went along, taking a turn over by Tom Little's to 
see what news he might have of the rest of the town. 
"River's still rising, Tom. Do you think we should get 
John Whiting and his wife to leave that place and come on 
up on to higher ground?" 
"Bridge over to his place has gone out. I tried to get 
him to leave this morning. He refused to budge." 
"What's to be done?" asked Warren, knowing full well 
there was nothing that could be done. 
He, and his friend Tom, and the rest of the town, anx-
ious as they were, could only stay at home and tend to their 
own places, while they waited for the light of another day. 
Meantime, the burnt earth of Camel Back turned to mud 
that ran down its side in sluiceways which joined at the foot 
of the mountain to form a huge, moving mass. This slid, ele-
phantine and steady across John Whiting's land carrying off 
his gardens and top soil into Moody River's raging waters. 
The silo on the side of his barn fell, and was borne away, as 
were hen houses, pig pens, and sheds. Though the horses and 
cows survived, the smaller animals were drowned in the river 
of mud. When it had filled their cellar and began to ooze up 
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into the first floor, John and Lizzie moved to the second 
floor and attic, praying that the house would not be lifted 
off its foundations. Fortunately, the rain only lasted two 
or three days in all, and with the help of a raft, Warren 
and Tom managed to get over there. 
John and Lizzie still refused to leave the place. No, 
they said, the water level was going down, they had enough 
food that they had taken upstairs when they went, and they 
guessed they'd sit it out right where they were. But John 
was mad at God for His act, and had quite a bit to say about 
that: top soil gone, barn wrecked, crops destroyed, and 
nobody he could sue. He 1d have to sell his house for what-
ever it would bring, which wouldn't be much now, and move 
off somewhere. Maybe he'd just earn his living road build-
ing what with automobiles beginning to come in, though he 
liked a good dirt road better than those black top, unnatural 
looking things. 
Fine way God had rewarded him, a faithful, church-going 
manl Would Warren please have his name struck off the church 
list right away so he wouldn't have to go around feeling like 
a hypocrite. 
Warren asked, "What list?" 
"Why the church membership list, of coursel" 
"Never had one." 
"Then how do I quit?" asked John. 
That was something neither of the deacons would presume 
to say, the church at Upton being proud to boast that it had 
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never dropped anybody since it began. 
"Wal 1 , damn it, I'm through." John got red and redder 
in the face. "Do you call this justice that I should be 
wiped out here while you two men sat up on your hills high 
and dry?" 
"Would you want to move into the parsonage for the time 
being?" Warren offered. 
"No, I would not. I don't want charity from that church; 
I want to get out of itl" John held on to the temper he'd 
built up. 
Warren and Tom shoved the raft away with their poles. 
Neither one said a word about the lack of thanks for their 
efforts until Tom finally blurted out, "Independent as a 
hog-on-ice, and just as brightl" 
Warren's own farm had not been badly damaged, although 
the hurricane had cut a path through his timber land; also, 
the lower meadow beside the river had turned into a pond, and 
much of his crops were spoiled. The roof of his house had 
leaked during the storm as had Aunt Hannah's, especially 
around the great chimney. At her house, Warren had to disen-
tangle himself from a jungle of old spinning wheels, straw 
and feather mattresses, four posters, old trunks, and barrels 
of "Liberators" to get at cracks through which the water was 
leaking. 
When Warren went down to inspect the church after the 
hurricane, he found the roof of the horsesheds at the right 
had at last completely caved in. That whole structure would 
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have to be ripped down so as not to be a fire hazard. The 
old outhouse was lying on one side with its wall smashed. 
That was one good thing done by the storm, thought Warren; 
now they'd have to build one folks would dare use. (That 
one had been a disgrace for years.) The main building of 
the church was in sound condition, having been built very 
well from the start. The plain, white clapboarded building 
seemed to be still on friendly terms with earth and sky. 
Warren didn't know why the body and spire looked like his 
idea of womanhood, unless it was that his mother had been 
both stalwart and lovely. Of course, he had carried a pic-
ture of both the church and his mother in his mind from fur-
ther back than he could remember. 
This last month was the first he had ever known of the 
church's being closed for three Sundays running. To be sure, 
it also was the first time the town had had a forest fire 
followed by a flood. He'd better see that those doors were 
open next Sunday, regardless of whopreached, or who was at 
the organ. 
This also was one of the few times that there had been 
no delivery of mail in Upton. The mailman was having to wait 
until the bridges were declared safe to cross. (The one 
toward Laurel had been completely washed out, driven down 
stream, and left perched precariously on a boulder.) Impa-
tient with the delay, and hoping that there would be a let-
ter waiting from Julia, Warren set out with Prince to drive 
over the ridge road that went out past his place. Beyond the 
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deserted farms, it crawled along, and then slanted down steep 
declines to come out south of Centerville onto a main road. 
There, Warren turned north into town. 
First he went to the Post Office, and among the assort-
ment of undelivered mail found a picture post card from Julia 
sent from Oberlin, Ohio. His letter could not have been fo~­
wgrded to her from Bostoh before she wrote it. She said that 
the countryside out there was "lush", "rich with bountiful 
harvest," that in so many, many ways it reminded her of New 
England, though its "topography" was more rolling. There was 
quite a bit of writing on the card, but Julia did not say 
how long she would be in Oberlin, or where she would go from 
there. Warren tucked the card into his inside breast pocket, 
patting it for the fact that it bore Julia's hand. She surely 
would write again when his letter caught up with her. 
There was also a letter from Julia's friend, the Armenian. 
(It must be that Charlie had written right away that the church 
would like to consider him as a minister.) The man said that 
he was more than sorry to have to send his regrets at not be-
ing able to visit the church as a possible candidate. An 
opportunity had come for him to move to Springfield to work 
at making rugs which would provide an adequate living for his 
wife and frunily of many children. He went on to comment that 
the few pastorates that were open to him as a recent citizen 
of this country did not offer sufficient salary for him to 
remain in the ministry, however saddened he was by the situa-
tion. 
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Another possible candidate eliminated. Warren heaved 
a heavy sigh: he could just hear churches saying, "We raise 
money to convert them; why should we pay to have ~ come 
back here to preach to B!_?" 
Warren finished reading his mail, and then did every 
other errand he could find to do in Centerville before bring-
ing himself around to the final one. He did not have the 
heart to go home without even trying to see Fannie who had 
been cut off from the visits of her sister because of the 
flood. Accordingly, he resolutely turned Prince off onto 
a side street leading to the hospital. It was a huge, dark 
red brick building set a good distance back from the road 
on a half-circle driveway that was bordered with disease-
ridden elms whose leaves had turned bronze-yellow. The 
grass within the arc had grown tall and turned to seed 
where it stood. The hospital building carried no blinds, 
but stared out in stark gloom. The sinister aspect gave 
Warren a sinking sensation--afraid the place might take him 
prisoner along with Fannie. Nevertheless, he stepped firmly 
out of the buggy, and hitched Prince to the ring of a rusty 
iron post. He chided himself for being scared to go where 
there was sickness as he went in through the hospital door. 
Finding no one at the receiving desk, he walked down a 
barren corridor where the smell of ether was overpowering. 
Then coming out of a room that he passed were fearful odors 
of chemicals unknown to him. What awfu1 things did they do 
to people in these places? 
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He asked a passing attendant the way toward the women's 
ward. When he reached it, a card was demanded of him by a 
militant, white-haired nurse in a starchy white uniform that 
reminded him of a frozen night gown on the clothesline in 
winter. 
" 'Card? ' " 
11 You should have got one at the desk when you came in," 
she scolded. 
"There was no one there." 
"Then you'll have to go back and wait." Her voice sounded 
cold and starched. 
Warren thought he should not be so easily intimidated, 
and asked, "What do I need a card for? I'm the same man, 
ain't I, with or without one?" 
The frozen one did not unbend to explain. 
Warren trudged all the way back to the entrance, found 
there was still no one at the desk, and sat down on a very 
hard settee to wait. As time dragged on, his attention was 
drawn to ghastly portraits on the wall. Had those people 
been here in the hospital and near death's door when their 
pictures were painted? 
Three-quarters of an hour passed uneventfully when two 
nurses crossed the room rolling a stretcher on which a pa-
tient lay apparently unconscious and being returned from an 
operating room. At the sight, the bottom went out from under 
Warren's stomach. A further lapse of time, and another visi-
tor arrived and seated herself on a bench to wait. She was 
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a sad, nondescript woman, yet the fact of human company made 
the room a little less dismal. Eventually, it occurred to 
Warren that if it grew too late before he left Centerville, 
he'd have to drive home over the ridge road in the dark, and 
with no lantern on the carriage. It was bad going even by 
daylight. 
He uncrossed his long legs and turned to the lady, "Ex-
cuse me, madam." 
The woman looked up as though she were beyond being peP-
turbed. 
"Excuse me, how do you get in to see a patient here? 
I've been waiting for an hour-and-a-halfl" 
''Who'd you want to see?" 
"A woman named Bushnell. 11 
"I know her. She's in the same big woman's ward with 
my daughter who's been here for months. I'm tired of sitting 
here, myself. Sometimes you can get by. Let's try it." 
This turned out to be one of the times. There in a far 
corner between two windows was Fannie watching Warren's ap-
proach with unbelieving eyes. It did seem wonderful to find 
even Fannie in that ward of strange women. Warren's face lit 
with a smile as he held out a big, calloused hand. Then it 
seemed that they were children again, and friends. 
"Wal', Fannie, what you do in' in this God-awful place 
so long?" 
ttWhy n . . . . 
"What's this about your not havin' visitors, except May? 
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Are you still on a danger list?" 
"No, not now." Her voice was weak. "I asked Dr. White 
to put on that rule so I could keep Gio out. He was a ter-
rible pest when I was real sick." 
"He was, huh? Wal', you won't be botheredwithhimany 
more," Warren consoled her. 
The look she gave him was one he had not seen on her in 
years--comradely, intelligent, not adoring, and not looking 
to him for protection. Being sick had had an effect on her, 
no mistake. 
"What's happened to him?" she asked. 
"Gone down to Boston after big money, so I heard." 
Warren noticed that Fannie's grey hair was combed straight 
back and braided in the same way she used to do it when a girl. 
Something else was different, too. Oh, yes, no bangs. 
"When you comin' home?" he asked. 
"I don't know; the doctor hasn't said.u 
"What's held you here so long, Fan?" 
"All wore out from doin' too much, so I didn't have pro-
per strength to recover from the operation." 
"Wal', take a good rest, though, for my part, I'd much 
prefer a good haymow to any bed in here." 
A contradictory gleam lighted Fannie's eyes. 
"Don't try to get up too soon," advised Warren. "Sorry 
to leave, but I've got a good ways to go before nightfall. I 
come over the old ridge road--flood cut off the other ways. 11 
She nodded, and held out her hand in goodbye, but Warren 
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thought there was a stubborn set to her chin. 
The way out seemed to Warren much easier than the way 
in had been: corridors were shorter; odors less obnoxious. 
He emerged out of doors with a feeling of well being such as 
he had not known for a long time. Prince, tired of waiting, 
set off at a clip, slowed to an even trot through the center 
of the town, and then let loose as they headed north again. 
The long ride back gave Warren's mind a chance to roam. 
The summer had been a bad one, yet in spite of all the har~­
ships he recalled, his mood continued to be one of steady 
contentment. He tho.ught he had a right to be pleased with 
himself for coming around to be friendly toward Fannie. 
Then he remembered the old Rhode Island Red, and guessed he 
could go ahead now and kill her off with a free conscience. 
He fell to dreaming again, then thought he had an inspira-
tion when it occurred to him that a man was safer when he 
tried to understand the world. Good one to remember for when 
he felt timid with people. Anyhow, it sounded like some kind 
of a recipe against fear. Peace like dew settled within him. 
It was so restful! 
Suddenly Prince shied to the uphill side of the narrow 
road. 
"Whoa! Whoa, therel Whoa, boyl What's the matter with 
you?" But Prince reared with a wild neigh, pawed the air with 
his front hooves in terror, and came down in a headlong bolt 
through the woods. The carriage jolted, ricocheted off a 
boulder, righted itself to rattle back and forth as Prince 
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tore ahead for a few miles. 
"All right, boy, that bear's not interested in us. He 
has a belly full of summer feeding. We've left him way be-
hind." 
"Chance I took goin' that way," muttered Warren as they 
neared home. "And just when I was having nice thoughts of 
peace. Soon's you think life's one thing or another, it 
changes while you're thinking. Hard to figure out." 
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CHAPTER 10 
That evening Warren sat down at the dining room table, 
and tried to make what he could by way of a sermon. And 
when Sunday came, he was seated in back of the pulpit while 
Polly was playing the Prelude at the organ. There were quite 
a number of people present. It was a beautiful, mild day at 
the end of September on which to come out, meet their friends, 
and talk over what they had been through in fire and flood, 
and to hear, if possible, more about Jeremiah Dole's hanging 
himself. John Whiting was there with his wife--must have 
made up with God somehow. There might be no membership list 
to take his name off or put it back on, thought Warren, but 
one thing was sure, he couldn't come back onto the Pastoral 
Supply Committee once having quit itl The others would have 
to meet without John after meeting. 
As the music of the Prelude finished, Warren reminded 
himself of his inspiration that a man was safer to try to 
understand the world than to shy away from it, and rose to 
face the congregation with a smile. It was something other 
than the stenm austerity they had expected, so they sat up 
and listened. They were about to begin the service with 
singing "Work For the Night Is Coming" when down the aisle 
came Fannie, looking ghostly white, but triumphant, and in 
b~ck of her were May and Julial Julia's face flashed life 
itself as her eyes sought Warren's for a second. She had 
come in person--what matter if she hadn't answered his letter? 
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He steadied himself. This was no time to get so elated he'd 
forget everything he was going to say. He had ground to 
work in the next hour, and he had to keep his eye on the plow 
while he went through his subject (which was on the use of 
talents) furrow by furrow. He had a few minutes during the 
singing of the hymn in which to collect himself and then try 
to hold forth before a professional preacher in the audience 
with whom he was in loveJ What was that insight with which 
he had tried to give himself confidence? 
Not being given to subtlety or circumlocution, what 
Warren had to say did not last the hour. As he said, the 
whole gist of the matter lay right in the title of the sermon 
and in the first hymn--work, with whatever you had to work 
with. He concluded the service early with the statement that 
before God it did not matter whether a man won or lost what 
he strove for just so long as he used the brain, strength, 
and heart that he'd been given. That's what he'd be held 
accountable for, come the Judgment. 
Once the service was over, and still holding himself in 
check, Warren made his way through the crowded vestibule to 
greet Fannie, May, and Julia. Would they like a ride home? 
The Bushnell girls had already accepted one from the Littles, 
out Julia, to his joy, agreed to come home to dinner with 
him and Polly. Her personality so affected him that it was 
most difficult to use his ordinary common sense in the Com-
mittee meeting. He even lost his bearings so far as to ask 
the other men what they would think of having a woman ministerl 
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"Never have," said Tom. "Think we should start now--
with Miss Atwood?" 
Warren avoided answering by asking, "Who's takin' next 
Sunday's service?" 
11Wal', not Miss Atwood. She's leavin' Wednesday mornii1 1 
I hear. 11 
Only three days that she'd be there? Warren had better 
look lively. 
Having agreed that they needed new methods of pastor-
hunting, the meeting was about to break up when Tom Little, 
after much rubbing of his auburn head, produced an idea. 
"Why not give Fannie a vacation; she 1 s earned it from 
the way she's worked in the past. Give her a little change 
now when she's just out of the hospital. Why not pay her 
fare and let her go around listening to different preachers 
for a while, and bring back any likely ones she hears?" 
"Can't afford to keep that up for long, or for her to 
go any great distance," Frank Cheney cautioned. 
However, Warren agreed with Tom that it would provide a 
nice restful vacation for Fannie a t the same time she'd be 
helping the Committee ••• say, once a month between then and 
New Years. Three trips might not be too extravagant. 
"Three trips, three prospects? Won't see much on that. 
We might as well be extravagant and make it six1 n Tom urged 
generously. 
"All right, then, six," the others conceded, with a 
total of sixty dollars allowance to be spent. 
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That was settled, and to the satisfaction of the men 
who felt themselves to be sincerely benevolent. Tom was 
delegated to extend the invitation, having a chivalrous way 
with the ladies. To their chagrin, Fannie said she would 
gladly accept "the assignment" if she was appointed to the 
Committee as a new member to take John Whiting's place. 
"Can't be done without a church meeting," Frank Cheney 
answered. 
"All right," Tom spoke up gallantly. 11Next Sunday when 
you're in the pulpit, you anno~ce a meeting for the fol-
lowing Thursday. She'll be appointed, there's no question." 
And Tom, giving Fannie his arm, escorted her down the church 
steps. 
Good Lord! Warren raised his eyes to heaven. Tom was 
no doubt right; that Committee was about to receive its first 
woman member. 
Warren drove home with Julia sitting between him and 
Polly. He marveled that having misse.d her very much while 
she was away, it now seemed she had never left. He felt that 
he and she were the real home of each other, and that in 
looking at her, he was only looking at himself. Neither 
wanted to mar the perfection of riding quietly along together, 
nor was Polly talkative. Now and then, Julia pointed to 
goldenrod caught in the sunlight on the edge of the road or 
to brilliant maple leaves vibrant against a background of 
pines. The woods they passed through were silent, the sing-
ing of the birds having been hushed, since the season of mi-
gration was on for many. Warren was alert to all the signs 
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of the changing year, and it seemed like an urgent challenge 
to be more alive than ever, before the earth went into its 
time of sleep. Autumn, with all it could mean, should be his 
and Julia's. These were special, magic moments of eternity 
in which his thoughts spun too fast for words. 
At the house, it seemed to Warren that the family imme-
diately took on its worst manners and went into untoward 
confusion at the appearance of unexpected company. Debby 
and Bob each claimed to have got the dinner, which turned 
out to be the old Rhode Island Red, boiled and creamed, but 
toughl Then Debby begged the honor of sitting beside the 
visitor, so Bobby insisted on having the other side, which 
meant a scraping and rearranging of chairs. At her end of 
the table, Polly sat holding Danny over her shoulder while 
she patted him on the back until he belched obligingly. 
Then she commended the baby with "Good boy!" as though he 
had produced some masterpiece of music. 
What a family for a man to bring a sweetheart home tol 
Better get on with the prayer, thought Warren, as he waited 
for Bobby to quiet down. But Bobby had no mind to do any-
thing of the kind until startled into silence by his grand-
father's command, "Peacel" Grace was then safely pronounced, 
but in the breath after "Amen", Debby inquired of Julia in a 
clear, grave voice, 
"Are you going to marry rrry grandfather?" 
Everyone stared at Deborah. 
"Well, are you?" she persisted. 
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"I • • • I • • • • Why, I ••• 1" blushed Julia. 
"I asked Daddy, and he said to ask :Mamma. I asked her, 
and she said she guessed you were the only one who knew that. 
Are you?" 
"Eat your dinner, Deborah," ordered Warren, turning scar-
let up to his hair. 
Deborah protested, "I only asked •••• n 
"Yes, dear, 11 Polly fluttered over.her."Straighten around 
in your chair. Take both hands with the glass of milk. Watch 
out •••• Yes, I know. Never mind. If you spill your milk, 
you'll have to go back to using a cup." 
"I want a glass instead of a cup," yammered Bobby. 
With that, the subject of marriage was dropped for a 
time, although Deborah looked to be still weighing the ques-
tion in her mind, and Harry appeared exasperatingly amused. 
The excitement, however, was too much for Bobby who took to 
clowning, and kept it up until he was sent howling from the 
table in disgrace. Debby refused dessert since her brother 
couldn't have any. The men retreated into silence, while 
the women maintained a painful politeness for the rest of the 
meal. 
With the ordeal of dinner over, Warren announced that 
he was going to "show r.1iss Atwood the place." With Polly to 
distract the children's attention, he succeeded in ushering 
Julia out of the kitchen without being followed. They went 
through the orderly, clean shed, fragrant with barrels of 
freshly picked apples. From there, they went on through the 
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neatly stacked woodshed to the barn. Having explored that, 
and after Julia had stopped to pet the red calf, they turned 
out of doors. 
"Why 1" exclaimed Julia. "Any way you turn the view is 
magnificent from herel I wondered whether it could possibly 
as grand as I remembered it, and it's more so 1" She waved 
her arm in the wide gesture that always caught Warren's eye 
for being generous, free, feminine •••• 
"If you want to see something really 'magnificent', how 
would you like to follow the road past here, and cut up 
through the cow pasture to the highest clearin' anywhere 
around?" 
"Splendid!" 
Light heartedly, they started off. The way looked very 
different to Warren now from what it had when he was so de-
jected after listening to Miss Atwood preach right after 
Danny was born. That other Sunday afternoon, the world looked 
as glum and idiotic as he felt. But now! Gold and scarlet 
of autumn leaves intensified the shimmering sunlight which 
cast shadows of trees across the road. The smell of fallen 
leaves was rich and sweet. The odor in his nostrils some-
how made Warren want to seize life while it was to be had. 
Julia's eyes were bright with excitement. "Of course, 
you're used to this," she said, "but it does still look 
beautiful to you just the same, doesn't it?" 
"Yes, it does; more so every year, specially when I can 
share it with you. Tell me, did you ever get my letter?" 
ni did. It was waiting for me when I got back from 
Cleveland. That was only last Thursday." 
"And then you came right up here?" 
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"Last night. I wanted to see both you and Fannie. The 
only thing with her now is to see that she doesn't overdo 
right off. 11 
"Hm. And with me?" Warren ventured recklessly. 
She stood for a moment to look at him tall, lean, and 
muscular, sandy haired, with the blue of the sky in his eyes. 
He reminded her of a folk song--deceivingly simple. There was 
an innocent quality about him, unusual in a grown man, that 
drew her to him. He seemed to stand exposed without chagrin 
or sham under her scrutiny, and her answer to his question was 
to reach for his hand. 
By then they were in the cow pasture, and Warren reached 
to cup her chin and tilt her face upward, when he caught sight 
of a Jersey cow in back of her, horns lowered, head turning 
from side to side. 
"Julia," he warned, "there's a cow in back of you not 
very happy lookin 1 • Walk along easy; don't run; and git 
yourself over that fence. I'll keep its eye while you go." 
She made the o ther side of the fence while Warren waved 
a handkerchief for the cow to watch, then slowly backed away 
from it after Julia. Once over the rails beside her, they 
were knee deep in goldenrod and asters. 
"Might it have actually gored you?" she asked, underlip 
quivering. 
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"Yes, might have." 
Seeing her fright, Warren opened his arms for her to walk 
into, and as they clung together, the force for new life 
swirled its warm veil up and around them, holding them in its 
embrace. Julia was first to stir, lifting a heavy head. 
"Let's climb to the top of the hill where we can sit 
down and talk." 
At the crest of the last rise they surveyed the panorama 
that Warren had said with his usual understatement could be 
called "magnificent," while they rested on a low ledge. 
"What's that bird?" asked Julia. 
"Stray wood thrush. Time it went south with the others. 
Maybe it doesn't want surnmerto end up here yet. 11 
"Neither do I," said Julia, slipping her delicate, long 
fingers inside his hardened hand. 
"Do you like it well enough to stay and settle down?" 
asked Warren. 
"I have my work to go on with, and aside from that, 
there's no way for me to earn a living here." 
"I mean as my wife." The words were out before he could 
warn himself to be cautious. 
"As • • • • Why, Warren •••• " Then she smiled, "I suppose 
I can't say 'This is so suddenl', the way ladies are said to 
do, after the cow episode, can I? But •••• " 
Warren pulled her to him, and her words were temporarily 
smothered against his breast. 
Then she drew back. "Please, you mustn't be so impetuous. 
We're acting as though we knew each other better than we 
really do yet, and we can't excuse ourselves by calling it 
'the recklessness of youth, ' can we ?n 
Warren's only answer was to stoop and pick an especially 
lovely, white everlasting to give to her. 
"Oh, thank youl How perfect it isl But where was I? 
Oh, yes ••• , saying that we shouldn't be so preci~itate. Let's 
pretend we're getting acquainted all over again," she suggested 
half-playfully. "You do like your life up here very much, 
con' t you?" she asked • 
He nodded. "And you seem to like what you do .. " 
110h, very muchl I enjoy exchanging ideas and meeting all 
kinds of people. There are such wonderful girls going through 
our school at Madras, and we try to help them all we can while 
they're with us. And I like coming back to this country and 
telling all about our work, too.n There was no doubting her 
enthusiasm. 
"Isn't it a little lonesome sometimes?tt Warren asked. 
"Once in a while I do feel it acutely that I have no 
close relatives. None. Charlie over in Laurel is the near-
est, and he's only a second cousin with his heart wrapped up 
in his inventions. It's usually holidays that I mind when 
other people go home to families, or at least hear from them. 
Or, like today, seeing your daughter with her children makes 
me feel some of what I've missed. But mostly I don't have time 
to be lonesome." She smiled a little sadly. 
"It's strange that as beautiful a woman as you never 
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married. tt w·arren felt bold in making the remark. 
"I, well ••• , I, "she flushed. "It is odd, maybe, but 
I did love school all the way along, and didn't take notice 
of boys much, except to see how much of what they did I 
could do--and better, too. Up until I was eight or nine, I 
was as strong as any one of them, stronger than some. Then, 
of course, they got way ahead of me in muscle 1" She laughed. 
11 But I did keep going right through high school and college, 
and was one of three girls in my school of theology. And 
I stuck there until I got my degree, too, Warrenl 11 
He wasn't overly surprised to hear that, thinking that 
she would not be easily deterred from whatever she set her 
mind to do •••• Stubborn and determined like himself she 
must be. 
"You must have met plenty of men in the school of theology," 
he encouraged her to go on. 
"Oh, yes, of course, I did. But the men didn 1 t like the 
fact that we three women were there at all. And some of the 
professors didn't either, so we had to pay close attention, 
and work hard to get through. Why don't men like women to 
work in religion as a profession? They like them to do plenty 
of the hard work around a church." 
Warren had no answer he cared to make, so evaded the 
question by asking, 
"And you didn't want to marry?" 
Her eyelids lowered. "Yes, I did," she answered, pausing 
at some remembrance before going on. 11 I found out the man I 
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was engaged to was going around with another girl. It 
broke my heart, and my faith in men. I thought I'd never trust 
one agaiu." She looked up at him. ni put myself into my work, 
and time healed my feelings somehow. After a while, I was 
once more glad to be alive." 
11Vfas it someone at the school?" he asked hesitatingly. 
11 No, outside. 11 
Warren did not go on, fearing that she might shrink back 
from having trusted him so far. 
"But, you know, Warren, my disposition was always somewhat 
erratic, and that exnerience didn't help it any. I don't be-
lieve many go tb~ough all I do with myself. I may thank God 
one minute, and be swearing inside the next. 11 
She watched him a minute as he sat silent and listening. 
"I do envy the way you can contain yourself. Is it from 
leading a simple life up here?" 
Warren glanced up at the question, and thought he read 
comtempt in her look, which he stopped to study. And Julia, 
knowing from her own conscience what he was trying to track 
down, atte;npted to break the awkward interlude with the next 
question that entered her mind. 
"Did you ever visit a big city?" 
At the same time her gaze fixed itself on his fingers 
into which dirt from working the earth had ground itself so 
that the grain of the skin was discolored in a way that would 
not wash out. Warren looked down at his hands, then into her 
eyes again, and this time clee.rly saw disdain. Julia shivered 
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as though suddenly taken with the late afternoon chill, and 
she drew away from him on the ledge where they were sitting. 
Looking down at the sunlight caught on the tawney grass 
that had gone to seed, Warren thought it looked sad enough 
for a funeral, everlastingly sad and lonely. How quickly 
Julia had followed up her warning about an erratic disposi-
tionl Within what a brief time she had turned from 1 over to 
stranger! He noticed that the shadow of a nearby cedar had 
lengthened along a growth of yarrow--time to get the cows in. 
"Want to wait at the fence while I get the cows started 
for home?" 
"All right." 
With the herd on its way, Warrendropped back to walk 
beside her. In the silence that 1 ay between them the sound 
of the quick stepping of the cattle was magnified, marking 
the seconds as they went. As they neared the driveway to 
Warren's barn, Julia's mood yielded enough so that she began 
to relax as she walked along. 
"See what I meant about my temperament?" she asked. 
He nodded. 
11 Not a good quality in a wife,u she admitted. "And I 
do have a commit~ent that may still bind me to missionary 
work. It isn't as if this area around here needed me. n 
"I wasn't speakin' for the 'area' when I asked you to 
marry me •••• 11 
As he looked into her eyes, Warren saw a mixture of pain 
and pride, of s tubbornness and a des ire to give in. Which 
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force in her would win the struggle, he thought was up to 
herself. He would not try to persuade her to stay if it 
was against her will. Yet, not wanting her visit to end so, 
he asked, 
"Will I see you again before you go back?" 
"I'll have to see what Fannie has in mind for the next 
day, or so." 
He stood to watch her go down the hill. At the fork 
of the road, she did not turn, though he had hoped she might 
wave before going out of sight. He felt sick to his heart. 
Chores awaited him, steady, plodding tasks that helped to 
dull his thoughts and feelings. He skipped prayer meeting, 
and worked late, hoping to get tired enough to sleep like 
one of his dumb beasts. At that, he hardly dozed until day-
break, and then was soon up and back at work in the potato 
field. There he could take out his roiled emotions on the 
earth without hurting anyone, and without the family's read-
ing his troubled face. Out of his disturbed mind, incoherent 
thoughts formed. 
Julia ••. what kind of a woman was she? If that's what 
theological training did to a woman, ••• 1 Said she was full 
of contradictions, and so she was. She had had her arms 
around him, held his hand, acted like she loved him, and then •••• 
His hands ••• was there any disgrace in a man's hands showing 
they had done hard, out-doors work? They'd never been put to 
anything that wasn't honest and above board. The first Psalm 
talking about clean hands didn't mean they had to be lily white 
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and dainty. (No, it wasn't the first Psalm, it was the 
twenty-fourth.) And marching off down the hill without even 
a wave goodbye at the foot when she turned off past the 
Foster's house! Guessed she'd gone for good, but he only 
wished he knew enough not to care. 
That afternoon Warren was bagging potatoes in the field 
when Julia appeared beside him from nowhere, penitent. She'd 
been crying, he saw. A good look at her sad face, and his 
arms went out to sweep her to him. Their cheeks were pressed 
hard together as they clung there in the garden for a space 
in which there was no time. Then she settled down to help 
him with his work. After a while, she looked from his blue 
overalls and jacket to his blue eyes and then to the sky, 
"They all matchl" She held to the job for an hour when sweaty 
and dusty she straightened up to rest, and extended dirty 
hands for him to see. 
"This is no way to spend your time here," was his answer 
to her anpeal for final forgiveness. ''Let's quit work. Come 
on down and see the river--it's nice at the ox-bow." 
Eager to go, she asked, "Right down this path?" 
She was off with a head start, running ahead of him 
through the meadow, and disappeared into the trees by the 
river. He caught up with her by the bank where he found her 
leaning against the trunk of a hemlock watching fallen leaves 
floating on the full stream. "That's life--always moving," 
she looked up at him. Peace shone in their eyes as they 
walked through sweet-smelling woods in and out of patches of 
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bright sunshine and deep shade. Caught up again tn the 
shimmering beauty of autumn, they felt that East, West, them-
selves, and all they knew and loved were drawn together in a 
brilliant living joy. So intense was the enchantment that 
neither spoke, neither moved to touch the other. Two dis-
embodied spirits flowed together. This was their wedding, 
their uniting, their marriage. Any ceremony later would 
be after-the-fact of this reality ••• a future, clumsy at-
tempt at articulation for some time after they were out of 
this spinning infinity. Warren, still within the trance, 
wondered that a separate physical being could be there be-
side him while he was at one with her in all his senses. 
How could she be looking out of other eyes than his own from 
that luminous face? Did they love each other? They ~ 
lovel 
The following afternoon, Warren was up on a ladder pick-
ing apples when he saw her coming toward him through the or-
chard. He climbed down, and went to meet her as though to 
join his own self. Again they stood together beneath intense 
autumn sky in a moment of exuberant joy before an uneasiness 
crept over Julia. In answer to his ~uestioning eyes, she 
tried to muster an explanation. 
"Suppose we did marry, Warren, say a couple of years 
from now when I'm through with this next stretch of mission-
ary work ••• I don't know just what it is that makes me hesi-
tant, but something about these hills all around looks ominous, 
as though once settled here, they would lose their beauty for 
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me and become an overbearing power taking away my courage ••• 
imposing their will on mine. Then would I get to seeking 
imaginary safety in domestic trifles, and magnify petty vil-
lage affairs for the sake of what little human society might 
be gained to offset impersonal, untamed nature. That prospect 
could frighten mel" 
Warren looked at her speculatively, hand on chin. "I 
don't know, but sounds to me as though you were just trying 
to scare yourself to see what it feels like." He grinned. 
"The first time I saw you, you struck me as one woman who 
didn't know the meaning of fear. Talking in public doesn't 
frighten you the way it does me.n 
"Oh, you can't go by that," she corrected him. "You're 
too independent to have much to say; you make a pronouncement, 
and that's itl" 
Warren was moved to defend himself, and being somewhat 
hurt, spoke slowly. 
"My education is nothin' exceptional, and if I'm to speak 
the simple truth I aim for, I have to stick to 'yea and nay' 
much of the time. Besides, 1 the tongue is a fire 1 ." 
Taking that as criticism, Julia answered, "How would we 
ever spread the Gospel if we stuck to 'yea and nay 1 ? That 
was said for a special time. People feel first and believe 
after; how much emotion would 'yea and nay' rouse?" 
"No doubt 't'was said for a special time, but it still 
holds good. To my way of thinkin 1 truth is its ~ spokesman, 
and a man 1 s job is to make way for it to come through him clear." 
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"You are an idealist, Warren! Where would our churches, 
our whole missionary movement be if we waited for that kind 
of clarity of soul?" 
"Might be farther along." 
Warren stopped to try to fathom what was in back of her 
uneasy temper, then protested, "Look, Julia, you don't have 
to marry me, so why are you arguing?" 
11 I don't mean to argue." 
She began to sound alone and pitiful.. "Of course, I have 
no close relative to talk it over with. There's Fannie, but 
she hasn't had much to say to me on this visit." She paused, 
eyes fixed on his grey ones, then asked, "Has there ever been 
anything between you and Fannie?" 
"No, there has not. Is that what's been gnawing at you 
today?" 
"Some maybe Yes. " She begrudged the admission. • • • . . . . 
111flal' , I'll be • . . l Let me tell you, Julia, you've no 
cause to be jealous." The light came back to his eyes --if 
that was all that was worrying her, the trouble was a light 
one. He swung an arm around her. "Here, try one of these 
pippins." 
Munching on their apples, they sat back-to-back on oppo-
site sides of the wheelbarrow. 
"What a perfect apple, and what a wonderful place to sit 
and eat it here with you where it's lovely and cool and the 
air itself seems alive. What a difference from the heavy heat 
of Madrasl" 
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unborn potentialities • • • • Yes, all that does pull me like 
a magnet, I suppose. After all, India is like myself, full 
of contradictions!" She thought that over for a while, and 
then went on, 11 There's a lot of suffering over there. I 
wonder, if I settle down here in these hills, will I become 
apathetic about the suffering of the world by being removed 
from it?" 
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"We're not free of sufferin' here." Warren's mind was 
brought back to Aunt Hannah whose care he had left to the 
rest of the family in the last few days. "My aunt is havin' 
to endure considerable." 
nohl" Julia was contrite at having forgotten the old 
lady. 
"Shall we take a walk over, and say 'hello' to her? 
You'll be going back tomorrow." 
"Let's go1" She jumped up impulsively from the wheel-
barrow which tipped towards Warren's side. In catching him-
self, he twisted his back again, and rose slowly, grey-faced, 
lips white and taut. 
"What's the matter, Warren•ttt Julia cried. "Did you hurt 
your back just now?" 
"No," Warren answered factually, though his words were 
strained, "put it out of kilter a few months ago. Have to be 
a mite careful yet." 
"And you never told me." She put her arms around him as 
he waited for the pain to subs ide. "Perhaps we ought not to 
try to walk over to your aunt's." 
"You're probably right. I 111 hltch up Prince, and we 
can ride over." 
At the other house, Warren was horrified to find that 
Aunt Hannah had drifted into a coma. The doctor had come and 
gone, saying tbat he couldn't predict what might come next or 
how long she might remain in the coma. That being so, there 
was no reason for Julia to linger, and Warren drove her back 
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to the Bushnells. The sudden fact of approaching death af-
fected them both so that Julia pressed close to him, hoping 
to give some solace, and Warren bent soberly to kiss her. 
Before leaving her, he asked, nwe 're engaged then'?" 
"'Engaged'? 'Understanding' sounds more free and happy 
to me." 
Warren's answer was certain and sure. "Call it anything 
you like. Far as I'm concerned, we're one since we stood by 
the river together, and all our talk just lags behind the fact." 
Having said goodbye to Julia, Warren went back to his 
aunt's to sit beside her during the evening and sleep at her 
door through the night. The following day, she was unconscious 
until noontime, roused slightly, and slipped back into the 
coma again. It was late afternoon near five when she stirred, 
opened her eyes, and asked for water. As Warren laid her head 
back on the pillow, she smiled faintly at him, and was still 
smiling when she stopped breathing. 
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CHAPTER 11 
Two days later, Warren stood alone looking down at Aunt 
Hannah as she lay in her coffin in the front parlor--his face 
white as her own. He wanted to gaze long at her who had been 
an unusually good aunt to him without trying to assume his own 
mother's place. She had loved him, and the tartness of her 
speech, the slight edge of her temper, her poking fun at him 
were all part of her love. Strange to see her lying there, 
eyes closed, never to reveal her spirit again. laughter, 
sorrow, suffering gone out of them forever. Hard to believe 
that he could stand there wlthout her hand moving to greet 
him, without her voice saying, "Draw up a chair, and set." 
Although his own vitality had been drained by her death, 
he could not realize that Aunt Hannah was dead. If he could 
cry, he might find some relief from the turmoil within him 
that was aggravated by the knowledge that her death had been 
hastened by his own lack of attention when she fell. The 
fact that it was an understandable neglect did not ease his 
mind. 
His jaw was stuck out; his lips pressed tight; his hands 
clenched and unclenched. He had thought he had been through 
a great deal already this summer what with a prodigal son-in-
law, a wrenched back, fiJ;"e, flood, a lover's quarrel. But 
what was any of that beside having someone you love die? 
There was no preparation for it that he knew of; certainly 
the previous deaths in his family were not. When each one 
had died, the grief became even worse, reviving former sorrow. 
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He strove to get himself in hand before a crowd of guests 
started arriving. All the near and distant relatives, both 
Lewises and Ameses, were expected to come, as well as neighbors 
and friends from Upton and nearby towns. 
One comfort was that Mr. Peters had consented to conduct 
the service. Another small satisfaction was that the coffin 
looked unpresumptuous. (Warren had brought it back from 
Centerville on the buckboard.) Also, he had taken a little 
family pride in doing the grim work of grave digging himself. 
And he did think that Polly and Hazel had fixed Auntie's dress, 
hair, and all, to look as natural as they could, not that it 
mattered, really. In fact, the great trouble with the many 
things the family had thought it must do between the time Aunt 
Hannah died and her funeral was that it made no difference 
whether they were ever done, or not. People could give all 
the reasons they liked for the whole performance of a funeral, 
for Warren it was an agonizing ordeal only intensified by the 
conventional fussing that went with it. 
The smell of spices, which Polly had set to simmer on the 
kitchen stove, drifted into the parlor, reminding Warren that 
it was time for him to go upstairs and bring down extra chairs. 
As he left the room, he thought that he wasn't really saying 
goodbye to his aunt. She had been too much of a person to 
die, and might even be listening to his mind then. A smile be-
gan to creep back into his face. "God keep youl" he said. 
"And Abby, and all the others.n 
As people began to gather for the funeral, it took on some 
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of the atmosphere of Old Home Sunday. Some strove to subdue 
excitement of meeting others they had not seen since the last 
funeral. Some went in for open sociability. Among the crowd 
were two ancient ladies in from a lonely farm north of Laurel. 
They said they had been girls with Hannah, and were dressed 
about as she did, with black straw bonnets tied under the chin 
in a bow. They wore black shawls, black gloves, and had on 
long, black silk gowns. In deference to their age, they were 
given places of honor in the living room next to the parlor 
where the family was to sit. With them were seated elderly 
Civil War veterans who had come to pay their respects. 
Some of the more distant Lewis relatives re~uired special 
attention, although they bore the air of detached spectators. 
"Papa, you'd think this was an auction, or something, 
with private livin' opened up to public view," whispered Polly. 
"Somewhat so," he agreed. 
As well as those who ha.d been expected, there were men 
from the fire departments of' Laurel and Centerville. Also, 
some of Harry's baseball team had come as well as classmates 
from Polly's school days. 11he overflow crowd stood around in 
the yard outside. 
People had scarcely settled them$elves from greeting, 
nodding, and secretly asking who certain others present might 
be when 1~. Peters' voice rose. Only the family could hear 
what he said, but it did not matter, for all knew him to be a 
man of God, so whatever he had to say would be all right with 
the Almighty. Nevertheless, as he was moved by sadness, his 
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tone released tears, and the gathering was glad to weep. 
Some familiar words came through to adjoining rooms: "As in 
Adam ••• so in Christ ••• corruption ••• incorruption •••• 11 And 
hearts softened. 
In the midst of the service, Warren noticed that Debby 
was sitting beside him like a little statue, and following 
her stare, saw a fly crawling unmolested over Auntie's hand. 
He held back an impulse to jump up and fan it away, and tried 
to draw the child's attention to himself. (Of course, he 
knew she should not have been allowed in there at all, even 
though she had raised ructions at being left with Emma Foster 
in the kitchen, because she couldn't bear Emma's sharp tongue.) 
As her gaze reverted to the fly 1 s buzzing, lighting, crawling, 
and buzzing again, Warren's right foot began to tap lightly 
on the floor, and Mr. Peters took the hint to end with a brief 
prayer. 
There was no music at the service. Auntie had warned 
them well in advance that she'd rise up out of her coffin 
if they tried anything resembling a dirge. There was just 
one hymn she said she could abide at a time like that, if they 
felt they had to sing, and that was: 
Brethren, while we sojourn here, 
Fight we must, but should not fear. 
Foes we have but such a friend, 
One who loves us to the end. 
Forward then with courage go, 
Long we may not stay below. 
Soon the joyful news shall come, 
Child your father calls, "Come home1 11 
But, she had said, if they couldn't sing it with vigor and 
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fortitude, they'd better leave it out, which they did. 
However, there seemed to be no avoiding the tortuous 
filing of each person present past the coffin. One by one 
they went by, like the slow tick~tock of a human clock, until 
at last Warren was left alone to lower the lid, revolting at 
the finality of the act. Then he helped carry it out to the 
waiting wagon. 
The long procession began to drag toward the burying 
ground. There was enough movement in the journey to suggest 
life, but the slow progress was inexorably steady--no devia-
tion, no delay, no turning back from the fact of death. Each 
person riding in the train along the quiet dirt road held 
silently to his own private world of thought during the long-
drawn-out interlude between house and cemetery where the 
carriages finally drew up. ~rhere fresh gloom submerged their 
spirits. Some of the mourners got out to stand around the 
grave while Mr. Peters read from a little black book: "God 
shall wipe away all tears from their eyes; and there shall be 
no more death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither shall there 
be any more pain, for the former things are passed away.n 
The group started to break up. Some people stopped to 
say goodbye to Warren who remained to help fill in the grave, 
going about the task with jaw set firmer than ever. Being the 
last to leave, it was he who shut the weatherworn cemetery 
gate, thinking as he looked back that it would take time be-
fore new grass, freshly budded elms, sun, wind, and bird song 
would restore a sense of peace to the place. 
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On the drive back to the house, Warren was chagrined to 
find himself yearning for Julia, in spite of his grief (or 
perhaps because of it). He told himself that the company of 
the family should be enough for him right then, and in the 
same thought wished Julia there where the touch of her would 
take away the gone feeling from under his stomach. His de-
sire grew to embrace, love, marry her now, not some few years 
later as she had suggested. Now was the time to create new 
lif~. Time of mourning, or not, that was his urgent need, and 
being ashamed of it did not fill the gaunt hunger. He hoped 
the others in the carriage would not guess the strain he was 
under. 
Back at the house, friends, neighbors, and relatives who 
had returned before the family were busily absorbing coffee, 
hot gingerbread with whipped cream, and apple sauce that E:nma 
Foster had prepared. It was reassuring to the company to have 
food served to them by the bereaved family. They accepted the 
customary, gracious hospitality, and were glad to know that 
they, at least, were still alive, and in need of more than 
tears to eat. When they had had their fill of refreshments, 
and found out there was no will to be read (Aunt Hannah hav-
ing deeded the house to Polly and the land to Hap), the last 
of the guests left. Once they had gone, Warren welcomed the 
chance to throw off his suit coat and vest and sit around in 
the kitchen while he found solace in the company of the chil-
dren. He never forgot the touch of Danny's firm, fat jowl 
against his cheek at that time, or the way he was anxious to 
chew, gnaw, or suck anything within reach. It was a comfort 
to have the other children climb all over him, and to hear 
David gurgling. He did have to answer a few hard questions 
for Debby, however, and tried to convince her that Auntie was 
really all right. He said that having been in pain, she was 
better off now to be out of her body. 
"What held her in it before, Grandpa? What holds me in 
mine?" 
"As long as your heart beats, you're in it." 
"How does my heart hold me in'?" 
"I don't know. Nobody does." 
"Why doesn't somebody find out?" Debby gazed at him, 
eyes busy with speculation. "Grandfather, where am I in me?" 
"No exact place that I know of. Where would you say?" 
"I'd say all over, so how will I get out when I die?" 
"Be taken care of for you, like when you were born." 
"Oh." Debby thought that over, and Warren, to escape 
further questioning, turned to Polly. 
"Is Hazel comin' home with us tonight?" 
uwhy, I hadn't thought about it. Supposed she'd be all 
right here alone." 
"Would, any ordinary night, but this bein' right after a 
death is the time when doubtful characters sometimes show up. 
iNhere's she now?" 
"Out milking." 
"No need of that with Hap and me both here." Warren got 
up to go out and relieve Hazel of the chore. He was about to 
enter the barn when he heard her saying, 
"Just keep your hands off of me. I've had trouble 
enough already.n 
"Don't be so touchy. It's nothin' new to you." 
Cold nausea rose in Warren like a sickening fog. How 
long had Hap been leading up to this? 
"That doesn 1 t give you any right ••• ln The sentence 
broke off in a smothered squawk. 
Warren backed away a few feet, then called to Hazel. 
Silence. He called again. 
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"Yes? 11 She appeared flushed and still angry in the door. 
That evening at his house, Warren sat down to talk to 
her. Without referring to the episode in the barn, he asked, 
''What do you think you would like to do now, Hazel ?tt 
"I've been thinking about it. Aunt Hannah thought I 
could do a lot worse than accept Dr. White's offer to go and 
live with him and his wife. He said I'd soon be a practical 
nurse if I ~anted. Or, he said, I could live there while I 
finish high school,and train to be a graduate nurse." On an 
impulse, she added, "I might find someone to marry over there. 11 
Warren watched her silently. 
"Pa, when I'm down there in Centerville, will you stop in 
to see me sometimes when you're in town." 
"Sartin'. When you're ready, I 111 drive you and David 
over, though I hate to see you both go. He 111 grow up to ad-
mire your gumption!" 
Hazel was as proud of that statement as if she had been 
handed a graduation diploma, while Warren hoped he was do-
ing right in encouraging her to go. 
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Following Aunt Hannah's death, Polly went into a seige 
of housecleaning. She began with the attic of her new home, 
and worked down toward the cellar in preparation for white-
washing, papering, and painting the downstairs--the upstairs 
woodwork she would leave with its own natural sheen of age to 
serve as a finish. She found a surprising accumulation of 
disorder and dirt, collected over the years when Auntie had 
been growing old and did not want the place "disrupted.n 
(She had not allowed Polly or Hazel to do more than keep the 
downstairs rooms." 
The attic was a maze of all kinds of things that had 
been stored away there in case they might be useful someday, 
but most of the stuff had deteriorated beyond any use at all. 
Polly had to throw out straw mattresses, yellowed pillows, 
bolsters, faded comforters, dusty piles of old newspapers, and 
so forth. There was a leather covered trunk full of outmoded, 
handmade garments, also a trunk of sweet, affectionate persanal 
letters from friends written in old days when it was not con-
sidered too sentimental to freely call another "dear" or of-
fer verbal bouquets. It seemed odd to Polly that in those 
days when people labored so hard they nevertheless had so much 
time in which to write to each other. Those letters she did 
not have the heart to throw out. 
"Don't git too ruthless in your cleanin' ," her father had 
warned her. "Come a long rainy spell, and that attic will 
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come in handy to retire to. Makes a world in itself if you 
leave a few old things around in it." 
Disposing of Auntie's personal belongings was a more 
delicate matter, like a painful intrusion on her privacy. 
Sentimental to treasure them; callous to discard them. 
Auntie's nightgown and cap, her grey cotton wrap~r, Polly 
folded away until the day when the feel of Auntie's person-
ality had faded from the cloth. 
As for Auntie's well-worn Bible that was beginning to 
fall apart at its most beloved portions, Polly put that with 
her own smaller edition that was less legible in its tiny 
print, though in much better shape. 
As she continued her work, Warren inquired, "Are you of 
a mind to do over this whole house at once, Polly!" 
"Well, not all, Papa, but I'll do what I can before you 
come to have Thanksgiving dinner with us," she ended eagerly. 
"Thank you." Dimples showed in his cheeks. "Raising 
some d us t me ant ime l" 
"If you think I am, look at Hap. Filled in the old well 
with stones so the children can't fall in; finished the fall 
plowing and harrowing so as to plant winter rye. Now he's 
busy planning how much land should go to clover in the spring, 
how much to barley or oats. He's been goin' like mad, all 
from comin' into a piece of land for his own. He's all taken 
up with how to reclaim and develop it. He wrote the State 
agricultural college to find out what they have to say. Oh, 
and he's joinin' the Grange. All you hear from him now is 
cows, hens, pigs, hiDrses, what to feed them, which breeds 
are best for what, what different levels of soil are like, 
what kind of earth is good for what." 
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"Is he goin' to raise anythin' special to market?" 
"Hasn't settled on any one thing yet. He's cons iderin '1" 
"Like what?" 
"Oh, maybe like having a prize bull that farmers around 
will bring their cows to be bred by, or pigeons, or goats, 
sheep, turkeys, or ducks. Frogsl He thinks he might build 
up quite a market for frogsl" 
Warren noted to himself that whatever Harry's moral lapse 
had amounted to in the barn the day he had overheard him 
bothering Hazel, it hadn't lessened his 11go" any. Perhaps 
owning land had set some combustion engine going inside of 
him, but what it set up was an awful sputtering instead of 
an even roar. 
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CHAPTER 12 
With a good deal of help from her father, Polly was moved 
into the old Lewis place and nearly settled by Thanksgiving 
when the family gathered there, with Harry at the head of the 
table to carve the roast chicken. In recognition of the ways 
left at Warren's house, and because of his presence, grace 
was said. 
Warren was treated royally, though a little too much like 
outside company for his pleasure, and the spotless home and 
good cooking did not make up for it. To his mind, more rever-
ence for God could give the new home a serenity it l~cked. 
When Warren left at the end of the afternoon, Polly fretted 
about his living alone, and asked him to please put a lamp in 
his kitchen window so she could see it lit every evening and 
know he was all right, the same way Auntie used to do. It 
sounded to him as though his daughter was pestering him not 
so much because she was anxious as that she thought she ought 
to be. There was a wire edge to her voice like that of a 
blade when it's only whetted instead of being ground. 
Thanksgiving evening, it turned cold, and snow flew in 
fine, dry flakes that looked as though winter had begun in 
earnest. Warren was prepared for it; all around the barn, 
sawdust was packed into wooden frame work to serve as insula-
tion against bitter cold so the stock would be snug and com-
fortable; the foundations of the house he had banked with 
pine boughs; storm windows and doors were on, and weather 
stripping was tacked around cracks. All he had to do was 
shut off the upstairs, and he would be ready to do most of 
his living in the kitchen during the coming winter months. 
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The hard, driving work of the fall was over. Warren 
hoped now for time to draw a few breaths, give more heed to 
the town and the church, to his Bible, his prayers, and to 
see where on earth the places were that Julia sent post cards 
from. She had gone from Norfolk, Virginia, to Raleigh, and 
Charlotte, then Durham, North Carolina. Where was this place, 
Durham, anyway? Were there professors there at Duke who might 
catch her eye? 
Warren jumped up from the table to get an old geography. 
He blew the dust off the top, slapped the covers together, and 
opened it up under the big lamp which he had set out in the 
kitchen for comfortable reading during the long evenings that 
he had to himself. Great Scott! What a lot of the country 
he hadn't looked at in years! All those mid-western states 
floating around out ther: among themselves bounded by the 
Great Lakes, the extreme northwest, the Pacific, and Texas. 
Nebraska and Wyoming never had stayed put, nor Montana. 
Coming back to this Duke University, what kind of a place 
was it? He dragged out a dictionary. Established in 1838 •••• 
1.ifha t a lot of carfare, energy, and time were going into 
Julia's tour, all for the benefit of Indians in Asia. Pecu-
liar, when there were plenty of Indians in America not Chris-
tians yet. But who should try to make practical sense out of 
where the Church went? Warren flipped the pages of his 
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geography to a map of Asia, took a long look at India jutting 
down from the middle of it, then turned to a page showing the 
country by itself, and next to a map of the whole world to see 
it in relation to all else shown. This, his rival, Julia's 
India, he would get to know. 
Gazing at the expansive seas stretching south, and away 
on either side of India, Warren was lost in amazement. Could 
there possibly be all that water anywhere, and with no land 
coming up out of it, reaching way west to the Atlantic, way 
east to the great Pacific, way south to God-knew-where in the 
Antartic? He'd hate to be out there in a row boat a million 
miles from nowhere in the "uttermost parts of the sea." He 
didn't know what fish might be in all that depth and width; 
whales, no doubt, for one kidd. How many centuries had all 
that waste been sliding around? Wonder that it held to the 
globe and didn't whiz off into spacel Did the earth whirl so 
fast that the water didn't have time to do anything but go 
with it, except as it slopped back and forth in tides, or off 
into evaporation? How much pull was there one way against 
the hauls of the other in the oceans? Hm, there was that 
eternal undertow of opposing forces in the seas just as he 
had known it on land. God Almighty must have thought there 
had to be traction ••• or tension. Did it keep life from going 
so far that it went out of existence in one extreme or another? 
(Plenty of it in Julia. She'd said something about extremes 
being fascinating, acting like a magnet. Why?) It seemed to 
Warren he remembered something in the Bible about God having 
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evil as well as good. But how could He create what wasn't in 
His own nature? 
A cold shiver shook him. The fire had died down in the 
kitchen stove. He jumped to throw on more wood, then settled 
down again into King's Geography for a good look at his com-
petitor--India. 
People: India--made up mostly of Hindus, and there were 
Dravidians near where Julia worked. (The book said Dravidians 
were dark and timid, but Warren doubted whether heathen were 
ever 11 ti:mid.") Rigid caste systems hindered progress. (Why 
not give them up?) 
Cities: Calcutta--his finger roamed •••• (Got itl) 
Bombay •••• Squalor ••• squalor •••• (Must be awful dirty 
over there.) Taj Mahal. (Mr. King should have seen the church 
at Upton if he wanted to talk about beauty in a building.) 
MADRAS! (Julia's city.) Madras--third port of impor-
tance ••• no good harbor ••• had a "black town" and an English 
quarter. (King didn't have much to say about Madras, and what 
he did put down in his book didn't sound alluring to Warren--
not enough to keep a woman going back there year after year.) 
Agriculture: Nine-tenths of the people farmers? What 
did they raise? (Might be some ideas :re re for Hap, since he 
was bent on raising every odd thing that grew.) Rice, millet, 
mango, jute, opium •••• (Not very exciting listed in a row 
like that.) Famines •••. (Hm-hm, the pity of famines might 
catch a woman's heart and keep her there. As Julia had said, 
urgent need had a strong pull.) 
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Surface: Himalays, Mt. Everest •••• Soil ..... Fresh 
soil washed down from the mountains every year. (Wwouldn't 
be any left to wash down after a while. Camel Back wouldn't 
get back its soil right away.) 
Wnat on earth was that bell ringing, and ringing? Oh, 
the telephone. How long had that been going? 
"Hello, hello • • • • Hello, Polly. • • .• Of course, I 1m 
all right. What? Do I know what time it is? Of course, 
I know what time it is. Why shouldn't I? . ... What? One-
thirty·t Wal 1 , your clock must be way fast; it's no such hour 
up here. • ••• Something wrong? Not that I know of. • ••• 
Who's hollerin'? I know you're not deaf like Aunt Hannah • 
•••• You'd better get to bed yourself. • ••• Pick you up on 
my way to church in the morning? Sure. You playin' for Fannie 
again? •••• Oh, she's off after another pastor. (God help 
him if ••• ! ) . . . . What did I say'? Oh, nothin'; just don't 
worry about me. Goodnight." 
As Warren turned away from the telephone, he noticed for 
the first time how empty and still the house was. He shook 
the feeling off, and busied himself rebuilding the kitchen 
fire that had died down again. While waiting for it to catch, 
he stepped to the door to get a breath of fresh air. The 
night was cold, fresh, and soft. Great lazy flakes of snow 
meandered to earth--lovely medallions of ~ueen Anne's lace. 
Some fell on his face, melting into wet kisses, like Danny's! 
Nice if Julia wanted a girl like Debby, or a boy like Bobby 
or Danny, unless maybe it was dangerous at her age. Was there 
a chance that when his letters caught up with her, and she 
found he was living alone in that hotse, that she'd think 
she had a mission in keeping him company? 
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Smiling at the weather, and his thoughts, he stepped back 
inside, finished stoking the fire, and was about to blow out 
the lamp, when his glance fell upon the open page of the geo-
graphy. "Religion!" He sat down once more. How would a 
geographer tackle religion? Well, this one didn't do much 
with it--Brarunin or Hindu •••• Folks, he said, had a simple 
faith of God visible in nature. And why not? Who didn't? 
(Unless it be city folks who didn't see much of it.) 
Oh, th~ blasted phone! Good thing Polly couldn't see 
the table such a litter of books and papers. 
"Why don't I go to bed? Gosh-all-hemlock, can't a man 
sit up late in his own house if he wants to? Why don't you 
try sleeping?" 
"I can't while I'm worrying about you. Here it is after 
three o 1clock. 11 
"Anything wrong with its bein' after three o'clock'?" 
11What are you doing?" 
n 1Doin' '? Strikes me you're more curious than anything 
else. Told you more'n once Itm all right. Suppose you realize 
every time you ring me the Fosters wake up and listen to see 
if it's go in' to be for them. tt 
Just then there was a click on the line which thereupon 
became clearer. 
"See what I mean?" 
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"Well, Emma's hung up now, so I may as well go on and 
talk. It's like this, Pa, folks living alone begin talking 
to themselves before a great while, like when you were mut-
tering to yourself earlier on the phone tonight, and after 
all, I'm your daughter, and I do have some duty ••.• " 
"Oh, 'duty' be damned!" 
"Why, Pal You're acting unnatural already when you talk 
so.n 
11 No time to stand and argue that in the middle of the 
night. Good night." 
Go to bed, go to bed. Who was he, a child, to be told 
to go to bed? Well, he wouldn't after that conversation, 
anyway. \~o's house was he in, anyway? Who's oil was he 
burning in his lamp? No need to alarm the neighbors because 
a man chose to stay up and read. Soon be time to get up if 
he was abed, which he wasn't. Warren yanked open the pantry 
door, got out the coffee, set the pot on the stove, and opened 
up the drafts. Pan cakes would taste good. He beat up some 
batter the way he'd seen his women folk do, put on the griddle, 
and rubbed salt pork all over it. After burning a few, and 
then turning out some half raw, with a little more practice, 
he cooked flapjacks of ~ich he was proud. He used more but-
ter and maple syrup than usual, and drank his coffee black, 
contrary to habit. He even tried eating the cakes with his 
knife and reading a book at the same time. Guessed he could 
live as he 1Jleased in his own house which set on his own land, 
and stay up all night, too, if he chose, even if it did set 
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the town afire with curiosity. He glanced out the window--
there was a light in Polly's kitchen; she must have decided 
to stick it out as long as he did ••• stubborn Ames that she 
was; after all, she was his daughter. Couldn't very well stay 
put out with her for bein' bound to keep him company through 
the night. 
The next day, Warren and Polly were down at church early. 
vVhile she was practicing the organ, and while the fires which 
he had built were coming up, Warren ru~naged around the small 
collection of faded, musty books in the church ,.library", 
hunting for-something on India. There was a small "History 
of the Christian Church" that carried a chapter on the country, 
and a book by some woman. He looked at the pictures of the 
latter, read the first page and the last, stopped to glance at 
one or two in the middle where the book opened of itself for 
having been read there the most, and ~oncluded that the woman 
author was enjoying a fit of horrors for herself. An unpleas-
ant sensation came over him; was she enjoying some lust of 
her own while pretending to rouse indignation? It looked to 
him as though she was gloating over child brides, temple 
wives, prostitutes, cruelty, cow dung, and God-knew-what in 
the name of spreading the Gospell Warren banged the book 
shut, carried it to the stove, and chucked it into the blaz-
ing fire. That whole closet of books could stand a good going 
over to clear out the silly trash that had been donated along 
with what was deadly dull or else in such tiny print (like the 
Bibles) that no one had ever been able to read it. 
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After the service, his old friend Tom Little came around 
to ask him, 
"Everythin' all right up to your place last night, Warren?" 
Warren shut his lips tight to keep from swearing while 
Tom went on, 
"Don't say if you don't want to. Emma Foster told her 
sister, Lizzie, who told Sade that the lamps were goin' at 
both your place and Polly's until break of dawn. Between that 
and the phone ringin' and you and Polly havin' it out in the 
middle of the night along with there bein 1 no light showin 1 
in either barn, so it couldn't have been no sick critter •••• " 
Warren took a side glance at Tom--teasing? Didn't appear 
so. 
"Tell you what, Warren, Sadie and I want you to come home 
to dinner with us, and we 1ll come back to prayer meetin' to-
night together. Get Hap to tend to your milkin 1 • Trouble is, 
you 1 ve got too much time on your hands up there on your hill 
twiddlin 1 your thumbs and turnin 1 night into day. I can see 
you settin' there, tipped back on the hind legs of your chair, 
with your feet stuck in the oven, snoozin', and not knowin' 
enough to get up and go to bed, while half the town lies awake 
worryin' over you." 
"Do tell! 11 was all the satisfactir)n Tom got out of Warren. 
He fingered his "History of the Christian Church" with its 
chapter on India that he wanted to get at, thanked Tom for his 
invitation, but excused himself by saying he had things to 
tend to. 
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That afternoon, Warren found to his complete surprise 
that according to tradition St. Thomas got all the way down 
into southern India, and started a Christian church there! 
He wondered how that church had developed in comparison with 
what St. Paul and St. Peter had started? Did it bear the 
stamp of Thomas' personality? Would you recognize Jesus in 
it as the same man? The book only mentioned the tradition 
briefly, just enough to leave Warren tantalized. If St. 
Thomas had really been there, then the place was not so for-
eign or the aboriginees so strange after all. One other 
Christian had been there beside Julia. 
Tired and drowsey, Warren rested his head on the book, 
fell sound asleep, and slept right through prayer meeting 
tirre. Then he roused, took care of the chores, petted Lassie 
for giving him mute company, and went to bed unmindful of 
supper. 
He knew there was not much to be found in the Upton 
Library on the subject of India, so the next day, Warren 
took the sleigh, and drove to Centerville to poke around in 
that one, but was disappointed to find very little there 
either. Thereupon, he decided to write Mr. Peters to ask 
whether he could possibly borrow some books from a theologi-
cal library, and have them sent up to him on a loan. He 
went to the post office, and got his letter written and into 
the mail before going back to the farm. Before many days, the 
mailman delivered packages of books. Upon their arrival, 
Warren became a world traveler, living by times in India, at 
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whatever point in the United States Julia was visiting, in 
Jerusalem, Nazareth, Bethlehem, returning to Upton only for 
brief interludes. This he persisted in doing despite all 
the remarks he received about how bad it was for a man to 
stay shut up in a place all sole alone, hibernate, and be-
come narrow minded. 
Warding off interruptions, Warren continued in his ab-
sorption. Tamil--that was the language Julia had learned. 
Scudders--a family of missionaries that had been over there 
for several generations. 
Warren found the question of how to drop caste in India 
a tougher one than he had supposed it to be. The people lived 
in misery, never owning a piece of their own land, never clear 
of debt •••• A man couldn't get up on his own two legs and 
become independent. No--it was always the group instead of 
the individual. And the idea over there was never to change 
a thing--might.interfere with destiny. Above all, never play 
God! How could the people turn against Hindu philosophy if 
they didn't know that each one was a child of God in his own 
right? Warren overheard his own voice saying, "Dear God, 
please help those God-damn-fools over there to use the light 
of their own common sense 1 tt 
Suddenly, he was surfeited with Indians, and shoved all 
his books to one side. Of all the superstitious, idolatrous, 
ignorant mulesl Smart enough in some ways, but didn't even 
have water closets, and a low caste woman carried away human 
leavings every day in a basket perched on her head! It seemed 
Tagore had written a poem to such a one. 
Why do they shun you my friend, and call 
you unclean 
~Vhom cleanliness follows at every step 
making the earth and air sweet for 
our dwelling and ever luring us back 
from return to the wild. 
• • • Come friend, come my hero, give us courage 
to serve man, 
even while bearing the brand of infamy 
from him. 
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The ideal was wonderful--the practice horrible. There 
it was again, what Julia had said about the extremes of India. 
Weeks had passed while Warren was engrossed in reading. 
The weather had warmed for a January thaw, then it had snowed 
until the drifts were piled up to the middle of his kitchen 
windows. He guessed he'd telephone Harry and see if he didn't 
want to go out logging. Although Warren still couldn't approve 
of his son-in-law, compared with the heathen he'd been reading 
about, Hap was not the worst sort in the world, despite all 
Warren knew he'd been up to ••• unless there was more that 
hadn't come to his ears yet. Anyway, he'd always been a good 
playmate for the children. Looking out over the sash of the 
window, Ware:> an could see him now at his place sliding with 
them on something he'd fixed up to do for a toboggan. That 
was fine if Polly wasn't having to chop the wood while Harry 
was out coasting with the children. 
Harry was glad to come out in the woods, and did some 
good hard work there. He and Warren were enjoying a resting 
spell at one time when he became confidential. 
"You know, Pa, I 1 ve been wondering about more ways to 
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earn something. Wish I could do it and still be out here in 
the forest. You know, there are some people who like to climb 
mountains just for the sake of climbing, and then looking off 
from the top. There's a whole club like that down in Boston. 
\~y shouldn't I hire out as a guide, in off seasons from farm-
ing?" 
"'Off seasons from farming' sounds like December, maybe 
January. Have to be pretty smart watchin' out for city folk 
wanderin' around these hills, steppin' off ledges while ad-
mirin' Nature with three feet of snow under foot. Aside from 
that keepin' boarders is hard work for the woman of a place. 
What's your latest idea for your land?" 
"Alfalfa. Alfalfa 1 s great stuff. Grows in all kinds 
of climates." 
nnoes, does it?" Warren squinted at Harry. "'Alfalfa's' 
just a fancy name for hay. What else ye got in mind?" 
"Gosh, Pa, 11 Harry looked glum, "I'm only tryin' to make 
progress." Then he brightened as he remembered a recent 
inspiration, "Guinea hens and beesl" 
"'Guinea hens and bees'1 11 Warren gawked at him. "Look, 
Hap, er, I guess we better get back to choppin' wood." 
Now that Warren's head was out of books, and he was back 
in action again, the ~roblems of the church became more prom-
inent in his mind. It still had no minister, although Fannie 
had kept the pulpit fairly well supplied. She had run through 
the funds allotted for trips, and then took more at her own 
expense. In her efforts to find someone, she had not always 
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been as discriminating as the members of the church would 
have liked. Out of several nondescript visitors, there was 
one clergyman everyone remembered for the businesslike way 
that he rendered the scripture, slap9ed the Book shut, then 
pummeled it to give emphasis to what he called 11 four square 
doctrine." He told the assembled congregation that the way 
to communicate the Gospel was to speak the language of the 
people you were talking to. Then he went ahead to use slang 
freely in what he had to say, and included a few not-by-no-
means-never:'s to indicate a negative. After service, he 
clanoed one or two on the back, called somebody "Hiram", 
and claimed he felt right at home in that rural church. No 
one moved to make him feel more so. 
There had been another candidate, however, who was very 
suitable. Why didn't they call him? They never knew, unless 
it was that he didn't startle them one way or another. No 
doubt, they had overlooked a. good, quiet man. 
One Sunday, when there was no clergyman available, Fannie 
volunteered to preach, herself. 
The rest of the Committee opposed it, that is, all ex-
cept gallant Tom Little who held out for her proposal. 
"Nice idea., Fannie. No valid reason why you shouldn't 
tha. t I know of. " 
"She's not a deacon,n said Frank Cheney. 
"Neither is John Whiting, and he preached; neither are you, 
and you've been up there in the pulpit," Tom reminded him. 
"She's not a. man," Warren stated what the others had had 
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in mind. 
nNeither's Miss Atwood," Tom retorted, and with that 
won the argument. 
Before meeting time, Warren cautioned himself that he 
was to bear in mind that he had found leading the service 
quite an ordeal, and so he was to have the charity to sit 
still and try to li.s ten while Fannie was up in the pulpit--
though he had never thought to live to see the day when she'd 
preach with him in his pew. And he did hold an attentive 
posture. He even tried to give some heed to what she said, 
though her voice, lacking body, did not carry well. To off-
set that, she enunciated with exaggerated distinctness, and 
under the strain, sometimes her tone leaped unexpectedly high, 
giving unaccented syllables undue emphasis. Whenever a "where-
fore" or a "moreover" shot out, Warren jumped, and then 
settled back with fresh irritation at being alarmed for nothing. 
That was enough to win his ire without her bringing up Women's 
Suffrage, which she did. 
As for her appearance up there, he did notice that she 
had not regained weight since her operation, and that her 
manner was good and sober. That hospital stay must have been 
quite an experience for her, as well it might be for anybody 
according to Warren's lights. Wonder she came out alive, 
never mind being changed. Then, too, she probably knew that 
Julia and hi!'lself were as good as engaged. Another matter 
that might affect Fann e 1 s spirits was the persistent, weary 
question of what to do about a permanent minister. The tedious 
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search was becoming a delicate subject with the other members 
of the congregation. No higher salary could be offered; they 
might be forced to ask the central denominational office for 
contributions for current expenses as it was. Some even won-
dered whether they should perhaps look for support as a Home 
J!Tission? But that might be at the risk of losing some inde-
pendence? Would it also mean accepting charity? At least 
they could write and inquire. 
Warren zrudgingly agreed to do that piece of letter writ-
ing and at the same time ask Mr. Peters for any suggestion he 
might have. The following week he had an answer from both 
sources. The central office said it very much regretted that 
it did not deem it wise to assist the church at Upton in pro-
longing a separate existence. If it could not be self-support-
ing, "the logical alternative," the letter read, would be to 
merge the church with that of the same denomination in Center-
ville "from which it had originally broken off according to 
the records.u 
"' ••• according to the recordsl' • ••• originally broken 
offl'" Warren was in a rage. Records? Whose records? What 
records? They and their records1 The church at Upton was an 
original one that had started up right there because the people 
there had a mind to have one. It had never existed anywhere 
else before, to say nothing of having broken off from any other 
church. Vfhen it came to history, the one in Centerville was 
the younger of the two, even if Upton had no church books to 
prove it, as if they proved anything anywayl 
And as for a 11 logical al terna ti ve n, the office could 
kindly keep its brand of logic to itself. To follow its 
proposal would be to root people out of a life-long home 
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and send them to live with not-too-close relatives to be ab-
sorbed in a family life not their own, to be lost as a spirit-
ual body having its own consequence. Of all the cold ••• ! 
Warren borrowed a few not-by-no-means-never's from the former 
visiting preacher. 
After reading the letter from denominational headFJ,uar-
te rs , the one from rvlr. Peters warmed Warren 1 s he art. He 
wrote that a man at a divinity school in his vicinity was in 
need of a place where he could work for long hours at a time 
in peace and quiet without interruption while he wrote his 
ttdissertation (some kind of school composition) in prepara-
tion for his doctorate." He would be there through April, 
possibly longer, and would preach Sundays in return for 
either the use of the parsonage or for board and room at one 
of the farms. 
This might make a feasible arrangement for mutual ser-
vice, said Mr. Peters, especially since rvrr. (\iifarren couldn't 
make out the man's name) was here in this country but tem-
porarily. He was planning to return to some university in 
India to teach after receiving his degree. Being aware of 
Warren's interest in that country, Mr. Peters thought •••• 
Warren groaned; why did the man have to come from India 
just when he was fed up wifuthe thought of everythi~g Indian! 
If only Peters hadn't used the word 'service," Warren might 
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have been tempted to squirm out of the proposition, or at least 
suggest some other place than his own for the man to stay if 
he did come. He was not at all sure that the people of Upton 
would take to a dark-skinned stranger from half-way around the 
world who would probaoly speak English with a foreign accent. 
How he would be received was a real question, though, of course, 
the spirit of the man was to be admired for wanting to gain 
knowledge and then go backto work on that god-forsaken, god-
loved, crazy quilt of a country. Warren wondered, had he been 
thrown out by his family and village for becoming Christian? 
Was he still an outcaste? Poor devil; if that was so,then he 
might be going to fight the systems that held the Indians 
down. Neithei' Brahmin nor Sweeper would like that. Be must 
be a man. Tag ore had had a good thought in his 11 • • • eour-
age to serve man, even while bearing the brand of infamy from 
him." The fellow must have daring. 
Yes, Warren decided he was for the arrangement, and the 
rest of the Committee agreed, especially since Warren expected 
to put the man up at his own place. What was this school 
composition all about that would take so long, they asked. 
vVhy did he need all that extra school learning being already 
an ordained, minister? Just to go back to teach people who 
couldn't even read or write? Jesus was no great scholar, was 
he? Yet, they supposed that there was no flagrant sin in-
volved in higher learning, as long as it didn't go to a man's 
head. Probably the student needed to come up there away from 
the city so he could get down to earth in his writing. That 
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Yes, •.• yes. 
Accordingly, the church extended its invitation to the 
Indian who wrote back his acceptance in a most courteous 
manner, and, in answer to its question, stated that the subject 
of his research was: "A Comparative Study of Rural Evangelism 
in India with That in the United States." The signature was 
a puzzle.with several ~and~ in it. Ramadjahmah? 
War~_'en was waiting on the station platform at Centerville 
when the Indian preacher got off the train. Everything about 
him screeched that he was a foreigner from the exact way in 
which his Stetson hat was set above his dark Caucasian features 
to the excessively neat way his pant legs were folded inside 
his precisely buckled overshoes. Aoparently, this man was 
bound to do things right, and was quite assured in the doing 
of them. The poise with which he dressed almost like an Ameri-
can, but absolutely wrong for one, might not heln his stay at 
Upton, if the Yankee farmers didn't take to being outdone in 
their own independent individualism. 
In shaking hands with Mr. Ramadjahmah, Warren relaxed 
the grip of his hand for fear of cracking any of the delicate 
bones the Indian had trustingly placed there. Then he imme-
diatffiy forgot his first impression of the visitor from Asia 
under the dazzling smile that lit his face. Here was the hap-
piest person Warren had seen in a long, long time--he was 
happy all overl 
On their way home in the sleigh, Warren was pleased to 
find that Mr. Ramadjahmah was glad to ride for several miles 
contented with his own silence. When he did fall into con-
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versation, he was curiously in agreement with everything that 
Warren had to say. 
Yes, indeed, since the upstairs was too cold, he would 
be very glad to sleep on a couch in the dining room which 
would become his bedroom, study, or whatever he liked. Yes, 
the kitchen would be fine for meals. Yes, his trunk was 
very heavy, mostly with books and papers. Yes, he would tend 
the fires while Warren was out of doors working, and he would 
like to do wome cooking as well. Yes, he was a very good cookl 
Yes, yes, yes ••.. 
Warren wondered how long he could stand being 11yessed." 
A man ought to have some contradictory streak in him. Finally, 
he asked lvlr. Ramadjahmah if there was no word for "no" in his 
languag3, and was told that negation was part of Hindu phil-
osophy against which he had rebelled to assert a life of affir-
mation. 
"Was it just you alone that was converted, or your whole 
family, or village?" asked Warren out of his winter's reading. 
"Just myself," Mr. Ramadjahmah smiled graciously. 
"How did the others take to that?" 
11 The7 don't know me any more. Fortunately, I had but few 
relatives, so my conversion did not cause much suffering." He 
pronounced 11 suffer 11 too much like "soffer" to suit Warren's ear, 
but it was small matter. 
"That's my place up yonder,n Warren pointed with his thumb. 
"A palace!" 
"Vlal 1 , not quite, I reckon.n 
239 
"Compared to farmers' homes in my country, it is." 
Warren didn't trust himself to answer regarding the mud 
hovels over there, and hoped that since this man was going to 
live in the same house with him that he had acquired some 
notion of cleanliness along with his Christianity. From all 
outward appearances, he was immaculate. Strange little fellow 
so far away from home. 
"Hope it won't be lonesome up here for you." 
"I need to be alone for my work, and I have my Bible, and 
I have Christ!" 
Warren wondered how a person knew he had Christ; preferred 
calling Christ by his given name, himself, so he'd be sure he 
knew just who he was talking about; but there must be some 
reason why the Indian did look so blessed happy. And that was 
the kind of thing that work like Julia's could bring about--
bliss above the known hard facts of life. There was something 
fantastic about it, outside the range of common sense. Per-
haps therein was the enchantmemt of India for Julia--the chance 
to have so.lll8 hand in p reducing ethereal joyousness like this 
man's. 
Yet, much as they shared in a common religion, Warren felt 
that he and Ramadjahmah made weird companions, alike, yet very 
different. Their difference in looks alone was striking with 
Warren a fair, tall, muscular outdoors man and the Indian a 
dark, short, delicate scholar. 
For a gentle, fragile person, Rama (to which his name was 
soon shortened) was amazingly tough. He could out-read, out-
sing, out-write, and out-study anyone Warren had ever known. 
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He had a strict schedule to which he adhered rigidly. He was 
up early every morning ahead of Warren, had breakfast ready for 
him when he came in from the barn, and in the evening supper 
was underway when he c~ back from the woods. Usually, the 
late meal of the day included curry--curry of anything on hand 
whether it was rice, lamb, veal, chicken, or eggs, and always 
so strongly seasoned that Warren thought the reason Rama never 
got his full growth was from his insides being scorched out 
with curry powder. He expected any Saturday to get curry of 
baked beans. Although, Rama liked to cook, he ate sparingly 
of what he prepared. 
Some of his ways about the house vexed Warren. He al-
ways moved silently as a shadow, and spoke low, as though 
they were both in a monastery library under a rule of silence. 
In reaction, Warren banged stove covers, dropped armfulls of 
wood into the woodbox, sl~d doors, or shouted at an animal 
just to show that no calamity would befall from making a noise. 
Neither man was minded to learn from the other, and under-
ground warfare ensued. 
A constant irritation was Rama's extreme frugality. He 
carefully put away in the pantry all the small left-overs from 
a meal instead of throwing them into the swill for the pigs, 
or into the garbage that went to a compost heap. Warren didn't 
relish cold scraps of cooked cereal, or lumps of old mashed 
potatoes, nor the implication that he was so poor as to have 
to live in that manner. Also, Rama wanted to keep the fires 
low so as to save wood, and the lamps turned down to conserve 
kerosene. To use just short of enough all the time was his 
goal, whereas Warren strove to have light, heat, and food to 
spare. The result was an extravagant waste of time, effort, 
and patience as the men moved about their activities forever 
turning the wick of a lamp up or down, or opening and shutting 
the drafts of the stoves. 
"or all the God-damn nuisances," swore Warren. "Who the 
hell provides the fuel around here. Jesus!" 
At the same time that they carried on their differences, 
the men were making a respectful study of each other. Warren 
observed Rama to gain more insight into Julia's field of work. 
Rama was glad to have Warren right there under his pen, so to 
speak, as an authentic specimen of the very region of his re-
search. 
"You are not, then, the head man of the village?" Rama 
wan ted to know. 
"No, sir. There's no head man in this town, just select-
men, voted into office, and they're out when their term's over." 
"The farmers all own their own property?" 
"An occasional one carries a mortgage. Dangerous business." 
"Strange." 
"Nothin' strange about it. Good way to lose your place 
is to take out a mortgage." 
When Warren wrote to Julia telling her of the guest preach-
er, he asked her to please put her post cards in envelopea 
since he was outside when the mail came. Anyway, he would 
rather not have the postmistress at Centerville, or the mail 
carrier, or Rama, or anyone who might drop in at the house 
reading them. Julia complied, saying that she thought the 
new arrangement a most exciting one. She also said she was 
leaving Florida for Guatemala to survey methods used in some 
missionary school there. She gave no inkling of changing her 
mind about waiting two or three years before marrying Warren. 
Nor did she change the term "understanding" for "engagement." 
The fact that he would have the house to himself had not al-
tered any of that, for all he could tell, and she didn't sound 
the least worried about his having been there alone. No, she 
was too busy enjoying traveling around wherever her Board sent 
her, and Warren supposed God was the only one who knew where 
it might be next. 
If Warren's feelings about Rama were mixed, so were those 
of the town on the foreign, scholarly minister whom they called 
"some Chinaman from India." At church, the congregation sat 
up to hear old familiar words from his lips as though in a 
whole new world of meaning. They did wish, though, that the 
man would learn to speak English properly, like themselves, 
instead of using a partly British accent with goodness-knew-
what-else; there was also unanimous agreement that he should 
put on some flesh to cover his bones. He was so light that 
when he walked, he jockeyed along with a jaunty step, only 
coming down now and then, like a balloon, for a spring as he 
sped up the aisle to the pulpit or over snow-covered roads 
when he walked to church as a change from sitting over hia 
books. 
One thing that struck everyone as peculiar was the way 
Rama ignored all women. Not that any of those in Upton wanted 
him, single though he was. It just seemed odd the way he would 
scarcely grant one of them a nod, especially Fannie, whom he 
appeared to regard as a bumptious American female. The extent 
of their greetings was an inaudible sniff, and after the first 
encounter their eyes never met. When Warren noticed it, he was 
surprised to find himself defending Fannie--she was one good, 
capable American girl (woman) not to be spurned by any damned 
foreigner, and the fact that unmarried women in India were held 
in low regard made no difference. Warren might not want her 
for himself, but neither did he care to have any other man 
scorn her. She'd been his fellow worker in that church for 
many long years. And Fannie, sensing Warren's protectiveness, 
became more docile and serene in her behaviour. 
Rama, however, became quite friendly with the men of the 
town during town meeting time. He was most excited to have 
what he called "a wonderful chance to see American democracy 
in action," something that had no counterpart in all his pre-
vious life. 
The main stir among the voters was that a new candidate 
running against John Whiting for Road Commissioner proposed 
spending large sums of money for building macadam roads with 
the idea of changing Upton into a place for rich summer visi-
tors. Spend money to make money was his rally cry. People 
must do that, or with one-man farming going out, Upton would 
be no more. There was enough truth to what he said to rouse 
consternation. 
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The question was: should Upton try to remain agricultural 
and so retain its distinctive, indiwidual character in the face 
of spreading industrialization. 
John Whiting's one argument, which he stuck to vocifer-
ously, was that the town had pretty dirt roads and a good way 
of life, and ought not to let itself be frightened out of either. 
John was re-elected by a big majority, and was given an in-
crease in pay as well, which he badly needed, since he was 
still living on his old washed-out farm. Upton had decided 
it had no ambition to become a rich resort, and that the ways 
of its ancestors were still the best it knew. All the rest of 
the farmers in the United States could go along with the in-
dustrial revolution, become mechanized, and then start hiring 
out instead of living on a place of their own if they wanted 
to, but not Upton, and everyone in town had his say on the 
subject before town meeting was over. 
When April came, Rama returned to his theological school 
to talk to his teachers about his dissertation, and was sent 
back to Upton to incorporate into it more of his new-found 
knowledge of rural evangelism. Upon hearing that report, the 
church at Upton was not altogether pleased, always having con-
sidered itself to be in position to do any necessary evangeliz-
ing for others. 
Back on the far.m with Warren, Rama exulted with the in-
coming of spring. He was as happy as a child watching the 
widening spaces of bare ground as the snow disappeared, even 
to the last old banks of it in the woods. The sight of green 
grass was cause for rejoicing. And blossoming trees were a 
joyous triumph. He kept telling Warren that Upton was a "para-
dise of wild flowers!" Every day he brought into the house some 
new plant or blossom, questioned Warren about it, and then 
placed it carefully between the leaves of a great dictionary 
for pressing. 
The more Rama carried on about the flowers in the neigh-
borhood, the more uncommunicative about them Warren became. 
It wasn't considered manly in Upton to rave about flowers--
that was one reason; another was that Warren had loved those 
plants and blossoms all his life, tnew just where they grew 
and when to watch for them to appear. He held them in an 
affection that he didn't care to parade. 
Stars, now, the flowers of the sky, were another matter. 
There they were right up there in the open for anyone to 
watch who cared to look up. There could be no betraying their 
hiding places. Accordingly, he was quite willing to gaze at 
the heavens with Rama on spring evenings while frogs chorused 
away in the lower intervale. Frogs •••• Their love songs a 
year ago had heightened his rising fever for Julia. How long 
ago now seemed that night when he had slipped away from Polly 
and Harry to go over to see Peters on a pretext of church busi-
ness which had been to get that missionary lady back. It 
seemed as though he had been a comparatively young man away 
back then at only fifty-seven years of age. His feelings, 
however, Warren kept in his own heart, sharing them no more 
with Rama than he did his knowledge of wild flowers. 
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Another thing Warren was keeping quiet about was Harry's 
having gone back to Klinkerburg to pick up some spare cash 
with which to pay off debts he had run at the general store 
in Centerville. He had gone, leaving Polly expecting a fourth 
baby in June, just nine months after Auntie's funeral, which 
was the day Hazel made up her mind to leave. As Warren looked 
back on it, he wondered whether Polly, who had never been any-
body's fool, had caught on to some of Hap's philandering. If 
so, she had kept her mouth closed. 
One day toward the end of May, Harry came roaring home 
from Klinkerburg in a new Model T. 
"I didn't know you were going to buy one!" gasped Polly. 
"An autol" shouted the children. "Auto-auto-autol Daddy 
bought an auto 1" 
"Loo~s pretty good, doesn't itl" Harry gloated. "No 
backing an old plug into a pair of shafts, no bother with 
hitchin' up traces, and all that." 
Harry leaped to show her how to crank the machine in 
front, run around quick, increase the gas beside the steering 
wheel before the engine sputtered out, and he had to go back 
and try all over again. When the engine flooded, he explained~ 
you just had to wait a while. He kicked at a tire. 
"Isn't that something? Riding along easy on four blown 
up balloons instead of an iron rim on a wheel. Sure, you may 
get a blowout that takes time to patch, but even at that it's 
faster than a horse, and it'll keep goin' as long as you want. 
Some places you may even knock it up to twelve miles an hourl" 
"can I learn to drive it?" Polly wondered i.f it was in 
any way beyond a woman's power. 
"Sure can. Come on, pile in, everybodyJ The Browns are 
the .first in town to own a car!" 
"Let's take Grandpa, too," urged Debby. 
Warren was out in the garden doing some planting when he 
heard the racket o.f a motor combined with furious barking .from 
Lassie and the shouts o.f children. Good LordJ Hap had the 
.family in a new Ford. 
Rama came out o.f doors to survey the contraption with 
Warren, maintaining, however, a detached interest. No, thank 
you, he said, he did not care .for a ride; no. Such undue pre-
cipitation over the earth's sur.face was not .for him, but he 
stood and waved the others of.f in a cloud o.f dust and a caco-
phony o.f the roaring, back.firing engine, the neighs and 
squawks o.f the .frightened .farmyard, barks, and shouts. 
Coasting down the hill took Warren's breath. He hoped 
to goodness the brake would hold on this his .first ride in an 
automobile. He'd never been down a hill as .fast as this even 
on a double rip when the road was icy and he was young. It 
was strange to see trees, meadows, river, and then miles o.f 
road over which he had toiled on .foot or driven in the car-
riage, all dri.fting by in the breeze. He and the .familywere 
a .flock o.f birds riding the wind! In .fi.fteen minutes, they 
had whirled over all the main roads o.f Upton, creating a com-
motion among the neighbors as they went. 
"Goin' to give all the .folks in town a ride be.fore I'm 
throughl" Harry was magnanimous in his glory. 
in Centerville, Pa?" 
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"Want anything 
11Like to see how she travels on macadam,n Warren agreed. 
"Try the stretch between here and there." And away they went 
for more fun than any Fourth of July celebration that any of 
them had ever seen. The ride back home was still gay, until, 
as they were climbing Ames Hill, the car stalled. Hap jerked 
on the emergency, jumped out to crank the engine which refused 
to even sputter. Then he tried pouring extra gasoline from a 
spare tin into the tank to bring up the level, to no avail. 
He swore; paused to bemoan the fact that he never had had 
Fred Hale's gift for swearing; wished that setting fire to hay 
under that tin Lizzie's middle wouH set the thing going, 
claimed it had a female's temperament, and cranked again. 
"We're stuck. Only one thing to do--push it," he con-
cluded. 
Then he had another idea. 
"If it could coast back down, the engine might catch, 
but there's no room to turn around in here. Tell you what, 
we'll see what happens when I let it coast down backwards. 
Get out of the way, kids!" 
Coasting in reverse, and picking up speed, Happy slid 
backwards, lost control of the steering, and swerved into the 
ditch. Unhurt, he climbed out. 
The outcome was that Ned and Jake had to haul the car to 
the top of the hill. Once up there, Harry and Warren stood 
talking. 
nHow much did you pay for this buggy?" Warren asked. 
"Oh, er, a fair amount." Harry's manner implied that 
money matters were of secondary account, unseemly to mention. 
"New one?" 
"Nope, second hand." 
"Eight hundred dollars?" 
Harry didn't answer, but busied himself around the car. 
ttMust have saved up a lot of money on that job of yours 
in Klinkerburg in a short time." 
"Oh, this rig's goin 1 to pay for itself." 
"I see." Warren's tone turned from dry to drier. ~ere'd 
you git the balance beyond what you earned?" 
"Oh, that was easy. The bank gave me a loan. My credit's 
good, you see." 
".Ayah 
right. 
. . . ' with a mortga~e on your land." Warren guessed 
Hap pretended not to hear, and turned his head to avoid 
Polly's eyes. Then he got the car headed down hill. Just be-
fore releasing the brake, he leaned out to call, 
"Hey, Pa, I'm going to turn my field of rye under tomor-
row. I can use the team, can't I?" 
Warren gave a slow nod. 
Harry, undartain under grave disfavor, tried to brazen it 
out. "You ought to come and see the baseball game on Decora-
tion Dayl Do you goodl" 
No answer. 
~ell, we have to get going. I'm due for practice right 
now." 
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They were gone; and Warren went back to planting peas. 
The land of the Lewis place under mortgage! First time since 
it was virgin soil. The future of Polly and the children 
looked precarious to him, with more than just the risk of 
losing the farm involved. Harry had come back with a bold 
look on his face from this last trip down country. 
Warren was glum, but found some little comfort in the 
fact that Rama kept himself occupied with his study, and did 
not attempt to pry into the family's business. To be sure, 
he was out visiting other farms in town now a good deal, any-
way, watching the milking, asking questions, sharing meals in 
the kitchens. 
If Rama got a good grade for his work, the townspeople 
claimed a share of the honor should go to them for helping him, 
not that there was any question about his receiving his degree. 
He had told them that what his teachers wanted was for him to 
improve his work from good to excellent. That was exciting, 
everyone agreed, like rock climbing at the top of a mountain 
with the hardest part coming just when you were already 
tuckered out. They all wanted to help. 
While struggling with various themes, Rama had come out 
with the statement to Tom Little that there was a constella-
tion of philosophies concretized in the life of the farmers 
of Upton, syndromes of values, and his problem was to show 
not only how these were activated by unpredictable humans, 
but how, by following the same processes, Indian villages 
might do the same. 
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Tom had summed that up for him with, "'Spose we do hold 
a few ideas in common, and yet have some mind of our own. n 
Rama laughed. "But if I were to put it down as plain and 
neat as that, my paper would never be long enough to call a 
dissertation." 
"Too bad Miss Atwood ain't around to help you. She has 
the gift of gab." 
"I do not know her," answered Rama. 
'~arren never mentioned her to you?" 
"I did hear of her having been here, but not from him." 
"Close-mouthed old badger," said Tom. 
When Rama arrived back from his commencement ceremonies 
beaming, the whole town claimed a triumph for him and for 
themselves as well. 
"Shake hands, Dr. Ramal We did all right, I hear1" 
When Rama read some of his paper from the pulpit, it did 
sound very dignified. Rama had won the status of town son. 
Quite the contrary with Harry. Everyone in Upton and most of 
Centerville (with the exception of Warren and Polly) knew that 
Harry had been taking some Centerville woman for rides in his 
new Model T, and nobody liked it. They all held that Pauline 
Ames was a good woman who gave no cause for her husband to 
chase around with someone outside the home. Public opinion 
became grave as it was apparent that Polly was about to bear 
her fourth child. 
When the time came for the baby, the three children were 
left with Rama, while Warren went to keep vigil during Polly's 
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labor. Again~ as before~ Emma Foster and Dr. White were in 
attendance. Emma, as general manager of the house~ became 
officious, and Dr.\Vhite was even more abrupt than ever. The 
only thing he said plain enough to be understood was, 
"Less than a year since the last one~ and he still creep-
ing!". 
Harry blushed red hot, and grumbled that folks were getting 
altogether too meaningful, and that this was a stupid neck of 
the woods in which to live. 
As Emma hustled back and forth from bedroom to kitchen, 
Warren noticed that her air of importance was changed to one 
of repressed anger. A sick foreboding came over him, and it 
wasn't long before Dr. White came out with his coat on, bag 
in hand. 
"Stillborn~" he answered the unasked question that was 
in their eyes. 
"No ••• l" Harry buried his head. 
"How's Polly?" asked Warren. 
"She'll come through to be all right, I think," he said, 
and turned to Harry, "but , if I were you, I'd make myself 
scarce around her. Drop in at my office--r want to see you 
today." 
"Which was it?" asked Warren. 
"A little girl." 
Dead silence settled upon the house while Warren went to 
try to comfort Polly. He kissed her, and sat down beside her 
for a few minutes while worlds of thought whirled through his 
head--none fit for utterance. So Hap had been ordered into 
the doctor's office ••• a little girl had been born dead. 
Back at the cemetery a second time within the year, 
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Warren prepared a small grave for the grandchild, and saw that 
the infant was given a dignified, simple burial in his own lot, 
Harry not having the price to buy one. At the brief service of 
commitment, only Harry, Warren, and Rama were there, Polly 
being still confined to bed. Harry was broken hearted, and 
wept profusely as little Hannah Lewis Brown was laid away. 
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. . . ' and may we come to know her in another life." Rama 
ended. 
Back at the house, frightened and grieving, Harry went 
quietly about his farm work, keeping out of Polly's sight, for 
his philandering had cost the baby's life, and there was no 
denying it. As he and Warren labored in the hayfield, Warren 
was at length moved by Harry's tears. Regardless of what he 
was responsible for, Warren couldn't help pitying him. Sweat 
and grief, at least, they had in common, and could share. 
*":p'~-"**** 
At the end of a day's work, Warren came into his house 
hot and thirsty from the hayfield. After washing himself at 
the kitchen sink with plenty of splashing, he sat down to 
look at the newspaper while waiting for Rama to serve some 
curry of chicken on rice that he had prepared for supper. 
"Anything exciting happen in the world since yesterday?" 
Warren asked casually as he spread out the paper. 
Then the headlines jumped up at him. BUBOlliC PLAGUE 
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STRIKES MADRAS. Warren stared at the print. Bubonic plague 
strikes Madras? Well, thank God, Julia was not over there 
now! How would it affect her, though? The students and 
friends of whom she thought so much were there in that catas-
trophe, and if the news had reached here where she was then 
in California, she was probably anxious to get back to Madras 
as soon as she could, and right into the worst of the trouble. 
Oh, now, here, the paper said the city was under quaran~ 
tine, and that "people of the more heavily infected villages 
had been moved into temporary camps." It seemed the rains 
over there had been longer and heavier than usual, and that 
had driven more rats than ever into the houses. Ughl The 
plague was carried by a flea that lived off rats and then 
shifted to humansl 
Rama said that he had lived through an epidemic of the 
plague, as about everyone over there had, and that it was 
much more dreadful than what the newspaper gave any notion 
of. He also said that panic at the disease was made worse 
because the sickness jumped from one place to another over 
areas in between that weren't hit. 
The next day, Rama's city was listed as among those 
afflicted. Then there followed a letter from his college 
advising him to remain away from India until further notice. 
A letter also arrived from Julia which said that her stay 
had been extended until her school was ready to open again~­
for any who survived to attend. People were dying in appalling 
numbers, she had been told. For the present, she said she would 
continue her tour, with Los Angeles to be the next stopping 
place. 
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While waiting for further instructions from his college 
in India, Rama carried the full work of the ministry of the 
church with all the duties of a permanent pastor and preacher. 
The recompense given him, however, of room and board with 
Warren was still the same. After a time, the conscience of 
the church people hurt enough so that it was finally suggested 
that Dr. Rama possibly should receive more for his services. 
Mindful of impoverishment brought on them by drought, fire, 
hurricane, and flood, all within the year, the congregation 
reluc-tantly delegated Tom Little (the other deacon from Warren) 
to broach the subject of salary to Dr. Rama. Tom did so, 
using his most courteous, diplomatic manner. Rama 1 s answer 
was that he would consider the matter of salary, and give 
his thoughts about it in Sunday's sermon. People were a little 
fearful of what he might have to say, but they all turned out 
to hear it. 
Rama began by making them feel rich. He told them that 
they had good substantial houses of wood that were built on 
solid foundations, something many of the people of the world 
did not have. They had fuel and food stored away as well as 
what was still in the field, and none of them would probably 
die of exposure or starvation~ They had a public school and a 
library. They had more than enough clothing. There was hardly 
a home in town without its horse, cow, and hens. He claimed 
they had a great surplus of goods--not compared with Morgan or 
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Rockefeller, of course, but with other farming people of the 
world. 
The congregation did enjoy those few moments of feeling 
rich, and it wasn't the least bit ashamed of living on the 
fat of the land, eating high on the hog, and rolling around 
in the lap of luxury. Too much of the time to suit them they 
had felt guilty at being poorer than the neighboring towns, 
so the charge of being wealthy was gratifying. And they set-
tled themselves com£ortably to listen to a good, larruping 
sermon on how carnal they were. 
What Rama went into, however, was an exposition of the 
anti-materialism of Hinduism. Then he stated that the evil 
in their having so much and to spare lay in not sharing it. 
Consequences would be dire, he predicted, for, little as they 
might suspect it, the goods they owned would surely take 
them over and become their master. It was his conclusion 
that brought them up straight in their pews. He had been 
asked very graciously, he said, to accept a salary, and he 
knew of no better way to show that his sermon came from his 
heart than to refuse the offerl If it should come about that 
he needed carfare at the end of his stay, he would let them 
know when the time came. Until then, he would be glad to go 
on living as he was, for he did not want the question of 
money to lessen in any way the wonderful experience of liv-
ing with theml 
Strange fellow, Rama •••• Remind you of Jesus some 
ways, thought Warren. 
That afternoon, as a change from the rigors of church 
life, Rama accepted a suggestion from Hap that they climb 
Wild Rose Mountain to the east of town. They started off 
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on a trail that Hap had partly blazed, lost it, then in 
bushwhacking, followed what Hap said were bear tracks. Toward 
the peak of the mountain, they scrambled over cliffs, sent a 
small slide of rocks and pebbles spilling downward, and even-
tually reached the flat top. There, Rama was delighted to find 
very delicate wild flowers, unknown, except for the harebell, 
to either himself or Hap. Here were frail, gay blossoms for 
Rama to add to those he was collecting and pressing. 
When a letter arrived for Rama summoning him home, Warren 
helped him prepare for his departure. Together, they packed 
his books and papers, and sent them ahead from Centerville, 
so that he would have only a few items of clothing and his 
treasured scrapbook of pressed flowers to carry with him. He 
was going to his seminary for a few last farewells there before 
boarding a boat at Boston. 
The people of the church were sad to say goodbye to one 
of the happiest men they had ever known, one of the few they 
would call a radiant Christian. Some of the ladies were un-
decided about a reception: Do you give a minister one if be 
has only been an interim pastor? Would someone from another 
country know what to make of the practice, anyway? Might it not 
mean carrying the social life of the church too far? 
"Oh, for God's sake," burst John Whiting in a temper, "give 
the man a goodbye party. And give him his carfare; if the rest 
don't go along with that, I'll give it to him myself, as 
shouldn't. How close can we git?" 
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They gave Rama a good reception--one that more than satis-
fied John. 
While Rama had been out mountain climbing with Harry, 
Warren had used the time to keep company with Julia again by 
way of King's Geography. It was good to have her back as near 
as Chicago, even though that was the central region of the 
hell of industrialism, and in his mind, no fit place for a 
lady to visit. 
Julia, on the contrary, wrote that she found being in 
Chicago "a priceless experience!" She had talked with Jane 
Addams! had gone through the stock yards; had had a confer-
ence with some bigwigs at the University of Chicago; had 
talked face-to-face with residents who had lived through the 
great fire there. She would not be able to see anything like 
all she wanted to of Chicago, but upon leaving there, she was 
going to visit the University of Michigan at Ann Arbor, then 
cross Lake Erie to Cleveland, and come back to Boston. 
Warren's reaction was, once she was back in Boston, why 




Rama's spirit had been so quietly pervasive that at first 
after he had left Warren hardly realized he had gone. 
When asked at church, "Findin' it pretty lonesome up there 
now, War 1n?", he answered, "Not to notice," and did hope that 
everybody wouldn't start pestering him again about living 
alone--it distracted him from things he wanted to do. He was 
way behind with his prayers; he had some catching up to do 
with the rest of the Bible {outside of the Gospels which he 
was always reading and the Psalms); and as for farming, there 
was more than he could ever hope to do between cultivating 
Harry's land, caring for his own, and raising a surplus for 
the poor of the town. That last, he did now-a-days not so 
much out of obedience to Duty, as formerly, as by way of 
keeping the sunshine alive. 
One evening, he was reading in the Book of Isaiah when 
the telephone rang. He looked up at the clock ••• ten-thirty. 
Probably Polly wanted to know again why he had a light going 
at that late hour of the night and whether he was sure he 
was all right--in the head, of course. So he let it ring a 
while before he answered with a drawl. 
"Hel-lo •••• " 
"Hello!" An imperative voice asked, "Mr. Ames?" 
That gave him a start. "Yes, this is 1~. Ames." 
"Warren Ames?" 
"Yes, Warren Ames." How long was the operator going to 
keep that up? 
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"Long distance is calling. Here's your party. Go ahead." 
"Hello, Warrenl" 
That bird-like tonel "Julial" 
"Yes, it's me, and I 1m back here in Boston. How are you?" 
She sounded jubilant to be talking to him. 
"Wonderfull Are you coming up here?11 
11 I only wish I could, but there isn't time; my boat sails 
day-after-tomorrow." 
"Can't you quit, and stay in this country?" Warren urged. 
"'Quit'? Oh, no, Warren, I couldn't do that! And you 
wouldn't really want me to either, would you?" 
He couldn't find his voice to answer right away. 
"Why, that would be like a soldier deserting the army 
the way things are over there now after a disaster especially. 
If I did that, I'd, lose all respect for myself, and yours, 
too, I think.'' 
She was right, of course. He knew he couldn't claim to 
love her, and at the same time try to dissuade her from what 
she thought was right to do. No, he couldn't--not and still 
call himself Warren Ames. 
"The need over there is desperate, Warren," she went on. 
He remembered that she had said that that's what it took 
to hold her together as a person. Any former idea he had had 
of emphasizing his own desire had to be laid aside. 
"All right, Julia. It will have to be as you say. But 
I'm coming down to see you off, anyway. Where are you stay-
ing?" 
"With some friends. Here's the address, and the tele-
phone number." 
Warren stopped to fumble for paper and pencil. Beacon 
Street? Not far from Arlington? Yes, he could find that all 
right. 
11Do you think you can meet my train?n he asked. 
"I'll try, but I can't promise. There's so much to do 
before the boat leaves day after tomorrow." 
ttWhen did you get in to Boston?tt 
"Just todayl And I 1 ve been rushing ever since--in and 
out of meetings, making reports, trying to get reservations 
on the boat--everything all at once1 But it staggers me when 
I think of all that's still left to do." 
"And you must be tired from all the traveling and preach-
ing you've done in the last year." 
She laughed. "I am. But if I just keep going, I won't 
feel it much until i'm aboard ship, and then I can sleep all 
the way to India if I want to. I mustn't talk much longer 
tonight, Warr·en. I 1m calling from the home of my friends here. 
Wait a minutel" 
He could hear the low sound of voices. Then Julia asked, 
"You'll be able to stop over tomorrow night, won't you?" 
110f course. I'm going to see you off on the boat." 
"Then you're invited to stay over here where I aml" 
Warren was taken by surprise. ''Why, that's real kind1 
I expected to find a room somewhere • 11 He hadn 1 t thought to 
find city people hospitable like that. 
"No. My friends won't hear of it." 
"Please say 'thank you very much' for me, then." 




Sol Tomorrow night he'd be sleeping in the same house 
with Julia. She must have told her friends she was engaged to 
him, for them to give that invitation. And--she must mean the 
bond between them to be a permanent onel That, he could hold 
for a joy against the loneliness of her being gone for another 
two years. 
Well, he'd better get a move on. Warren jumped from 
standing and staring at nothing to get busy about preparations 
for his trip. The milk train left Centerville at streak of 
dawn, and he intended to be on it. Better call Polly to drive 
him over. He rang her number on the telephone. Harry answered 
in a sleepy growl, then took alarm, and wanted to know if the 
house was afire up there. 
"Of course notl What do you think? I 1m just goin' to 
Boston in the morning, and want a ride to the depot." 
Then Warren had to wait for an argument to subside between 
Hap and Polly--some scrap about whether he was safe up there 
on his hill. His patience was about gone when her voice came 
clearly. 
"Papa, what's all this I hear about your going to Boston 
in the morning? Is that right?" 
"Of course it is. Anything unusual about that? People 
often go to Boston." 
"Yes, but not you; you don't. What's come up to call 
you down there all of a sudden so quick?" 
"Don't know what's 'quick' about it that I'd call 'sudden'. 
Certain matter down there I want to tend to, that's all. What 
I called you for is to ask whether one of you would be so good 
" 
. . . . 
"Oh, Papa, don't talk so with your 1 be so good.' I'll 
drive you over myself in the auto. I know how to drive that 
thing now. You're sure everything's all right?" 
"Yes, Polly. Now stop worryin'." 
"All right." 
That settled, Warren took a lamp to find his way up attic 
and get down his old valise. Then he collected what few things 
he thought he might need on this trip: clean shirts, stiff 
collars and cuffs •••• Next he took a bath in the wooden wash-
tub beside the kitchen stove, and went to bed for a few hours 
sleep. He was up again while it was still dark, did the morn-
ing chores, and was ready and waiting at the foot of his hill 
when Polly came along to pick him up in the Model T. Quite 
an adventure, he thought it, riding off to Centerville while 
it was still half dark in an automobile with his own daughter 
driving; pretty exciting, even though the car was not yet paid 
for. 
"Fun, huh, Pal" 
"Yes, •tisl" 
Once aboard the train, and settled into his seat, Warren 
was happy to lean back and watch the landscape slide by in 
miles of woodland marked by flashing white birches while he 
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dreamed of being with Julia again. The visit would be short, 
and she'd soon be gone again, but who would have ever supposed 
that he would be staying right in the very same house with her? 
After a while, the clicking of the wheels on the rails along 
with the sway and creak of the coach lulled him to sleep. He 
did not wake until the train slowed through the many tracks 
of the station yard. 
Warren stepped down from the train, and followed the 
walk toward the gate while he kept telling himself that it 
would be altogether too much to hope that Julia would be there 
to meet him. Mustn't get his hopes too high •••• But here 
she was coming to find him, and breaking into a runl In a 
second her arms were around his neck, and she was kissing him 
right there in the open with no care of who saw, or didn't 
see theml When she relaxed, he held her off to look at her: 
skin was white as ever, and looking as though a light was 
trying to shine through it; hazel eyes were intense; hair 
showing from under her straw hat was still black; her body? 
slender as a girl's, just as it had been. Warren wondered 
how such an unusually lovely woman could find him, a homely 
stick from the country, anything to look at twice. Then, on 
looking into her eyes, the two of them felt as though they 
merged in flashing light--he and she, one again, as though 
never having been separated. Walking as though gravity had 
lost its pull, the pair moved, unmindful of the people who 
made way for them, out toward the street. 
"We don't want to ride, do we?" Julia asked. "This is a 
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wonderful city to explore on foot. I should go down to the 
steamship company near the wharf, and see that my passage is 
all arranged so there can't be any mistake about it. Is your 
bag heavy to carry?" 
"Not a bit. What time does your boat leave?" 
"Eight o'clock in the morning." 
As they walked along together hand in hand, Warren noticed 
how light Julia's step was--not much like that of the farm 
women whose feet were worn and hurt from slumped arches they'd 
got from hours of housework in the kitchen. Julia's work must 
be taxing in other ways than on her feet. 
"I kept track of you on the map, and found out what I 
could about every place you stopped at in the last year1" 
"I know you did; you said so in your letters. You know, 
Warren, the way you wrote to me won m.y heart for good and alll" 
Pleased as he was, Warren wondered at the statement. "I 
couldn't do anything but write plain. Don't have your gift 
for eloquence.tt 
"I loved your letters just as they were." 
As she smiled, it seemed to him that she was possessed 
. of an unearthly beauty. 
"So India it is," he said. 
"Yes." There was no faltering in her manner. 
'~at will be the hardest things you'll find to tackle?" 
"Trying to give some consolation to the ones whose families 
have been wiped out, helping students steady down to studying 
again, rebuilding their shaken faith, fighting poverty grown 
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a thousand times worse. The school itself is tottering for 
lack of funds •••• " Her brows knitted. "I really don't en-
joy raising money, Warren, but we just cannot operate without 
it, and I find people don't donate freely unless they are made 
to sense the suffering they can relieve, at least to some ex-
tent. Of course, they hold back, too, because they feel that 
if their hearts are really opened, there'll be no end of giv-
ing, and they'll wind up needing help themselves. Tonight, 
the friends where I'm staying have invited in a man and his 
wife who are interested in helping, and if they see fit to do 
so, they may save the life of that school of mine. And it 
will mean a lot to Indian girls to have that done, believe me." 
11So much hangs on one couple and how they feel?" 
"In this case it seems so. They're wealthy, and kind, 
and they want to help some mission--which one is the question." 
"Isn't anyone else in your school working to keep it 
going, too?" 
Julia's face clouded. "The head of it died in the plague, 
and some of the faculty, too. That is a tough problem--trying 
to replace them, and one I must have help with, but the Board 
has placed the main responsibility on me." 
"Are you to run the place, then?" 
"That's right." 
"Hm, heavy load." 
"Yes ••• but it takes a heavy load to hold me down, Warren." 
"I remember your saying so. n 
They stopped along the way in a small restaurant which 
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they both declared to be the finest ever--because they were 
in it together, of course! The coffee had the richest aroma. 
Delicate doughnuts were the best to be had. And the company, 
the fairest ever, according to Warren. As he watched Julia 
in her tailored pongee dress seemingly so poised, Warren mar-
veled how he, down out of the hills, could feel so much at 
home here in the city with a woman widely traveled, educated, 
capable, and beautiful. He surely must have come to know her 
intimately in the short times in which they had been together--
else why did her every movement seem so familiar to him? 
"What are you thinking?" she asked. 
'~ondering why you should like me, and that I like the 
way you move," he answered simply. "There's nothin' the 
least bit jerky about it. It's all so smooth and easy. Puts 
me at peace just to watch you." 
She lowered her eyes in a moment of shyness. 
Julia's business with the steamship company took more 
time than seemed warranted, but with it done, they walked 
through some of the financial section, past the Customs House 
Tower, and to a bank where Julia could take care of her finan-
cial needs. After that they reached the shopping district, 
and Warren waited in one or two stores while she bought a new, 
white shirtwaist, and some other small "sundry articles", 
whatever they might be, that Julia said she "desperately 
needed I" 
Then, footweary, they found a bench on the Common, watched 
children playing in a pool at the base of a fountain, fed 
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peanuts to pigeons, and talked about brimstone corner, the 
churches within sight, the gilded dome of the State House. 
Julia, it turned out, had to visit denominational headquarters 
and her Board offices again. 
"Wouldn't you like to come with me, and meet some of the 
people I know?" she invited him. "They might have an idea of 
what to do for a new minister for your church." 
"Thank you, Julia. I think I'd rather wait for you right 
here, since you don't need me with you. My church didn't like 
one bit the suggestion made that the thing for it to do was 
to join up with Centerville, and it's still put out, and busy 
claimin' it can run its own business best with no outside 
help." 
"Your church does, or you do?" 
"Both." 
She fell to giggling. 
Warren saw nothing amusing, and kept his chin set. 
"I'll come back just as soon as I can, Warren. I hate 
to leave you sitting here alone, though." 
"I'll buy a paper, and there's plenty of sights to watch. 
Besides, my feet are about worn out with the pavements, cement, 
and cobblestones. They're used to walking on earth that has 
aome spring to it." 
"Oh, all right, then. ,Goodbye, dear." 
"I'll be waiting for you right here." 
It was mid-afternoon as he watched her disappearing figure, 
and settled himself to rest and wait for her. The bench was 
269 
hard, but at least there was some relief for his aching feet 
in sitting there. He wished he could take off his shoes--what 
he had on had none of the comfort of his loose-fitting farm 
boots. He noticed there was a fellow nearby stretched out on 
the ground in his stocking feet. He looked pretty rumpled; 
might be a tramp; but Warren envied him. The only thing that 
kept him from doing the same was that he didn't know when Julia 
might come back and find him. lying there. Then, too, he had 
her bundles, and there was no telling who might walk off with 
them if he dozed, this being the city and always prone to evil. 
But it was warm, and what he did was to fall asleep right where 
he was with a hand on her things. And that's how Julia found 
him when she came back two hours later. 
"I only wish I could do the same." she answered his apology. 
"I'm worn out with listening, talking, planning, trying to do 
the impossible, and •••• Believe me, it isn't always challeng-
ing, this work of mine, it's sometimes downright discouraging." 
She bit her lip to keep from spilling some disappointment. 
"What happened while you were gone to git you roiled?" 
1
'Wonderful people can be so smug at times 1 So sure 
they're right. Damn1 11 
"What did they do, cut down on some request for money for 
your school, or tell you how to run the place different from 
what has been?" 
"Oh, some. Get more or less of that anywhere, anytime. 
It 1 s this obtuse, absentee landlordship ••··" 
"I see. Now I know what to call what made us so mad in 
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Upton," Warren smiled. 
"You stop it, Warren Amesl If you're teasing, I'm in no 
mood for it. Now, all I have to do is go back to the house, 
clean myself up so as to be presentable, and be ready for dinner 
and meeting these people who are coming tonight, and may, or 
may not provide the wherewithal to keep my school going. Did 
I tell you the friends I 1m staying with are Trustees of the 
school?" 
"No." 
"They are. No matter how I feel, I've got to get on my 
toes for a clear, intelligent presentation of the situation 
over there as best I can gather it from past experience and 
from what I can learn of the present." 
"You'll be tied up with them all evening?" 
"I have no way of !mowing how long." 
"You know, Julia, I'm goin' to feel useless around there. 
Don't you think I should get out from underfoot? Find a room 
somewhere else?" 
"Oh, no, Warrenl I want you right there in the house with 
mel" 
"Is this dinner likely to be a dressed-up affair? Julia, 
I think I 1d better •••• " 
"Warrenl Don't be so stubborn and contrary! They are 
expecting you. If you want to excuse yourself after dinner 
when we really settle down to business, all right. Anything 
else would be very rude, indeed. And don't you suppose I like 
to be proud of my fiance and introduce him to people?" She 
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looked hurt. 
Warren hadn't thought of himself as a 'fiance'--he just 
intended to marry this woman. But she was too close to cry-
ing for him to protest any more. So he sought a way to make 
her happy again. They had passed through the Common, and part 
way through the Garden. 
"Look Julie--those boats with all the children on them." 
"Swan boats." 
"What do you say, let's go for a ride in one." 
"There isn't time, but let's, anywayl" 
Floating slowly around the pond, under the bridge, and 
around an island, they were transported into another world 
far apart from what Warren thought of as citified, and both 
were far away from the cares of their work. In the same boat 
was a sailor boy and his sweetheart. 
"They wouldn't suppose that at our age we'd have the same 
heart for love as they do, would they?" Julia mused. 
"Even more," asserted Warren, putting his arm around her. 
"We've had a chance to pick up more of livin' to love with. 
Wish we could stay out here like this." 
"Wouldn't it be nice?" 
"Let's pretend this is no ten-or-fifteen minute ride 
around a pond, but part of forever itself," suggested Warren. 
"Say there'll be no tonight or tomorrow, but that all time is 
right now." 
"Oh, it isl" affirmed Julia, resting her head against his 
shoulder. 
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That evening Warren was introduced to people who were so 
simple-mannered and friendly that he had a hard time thinking 
of himself as in the home of city dwellers. They were hospit-
able, interested in him and where he came from, and not overly 
curious. Nice, plain people--even though they lived in a 
luxurious home, but intelligent. Seemed to have more thoughts 
per second than most. Following Julia's suggestion, however, 
he excused himself from the company after dinner, and went up 
to his third-floor bedroom whieh provided more co~ort than 
he had ever known, or thought quite proper. Such indulgence of 
the senses with thick carpeting, high mattresses, soft, fine 
blanket ••• 1 Close to being carnal. But he didn't have long 
to worry about it, for he was sound asleep about as soon as 
he managed to say, "Thank you, God, for bein' here •••• " 
The next morning, he was up and downstairs before anyone 
else, and was surprised to find that the family didn't all eat 
together. Instead, a servant waited on each as he came to 
breakfast. Before he was through, however, Julia and the lady 
of the house were down, and soon he was struggling with lug-
gage that had to go into the hack that had been called. Julia's 
friend could not go with them to the boat, so Warren was off 
with her alone for a blessed space of time before they reached 
the wharf. 
"Did the visitors last night listen to what you had to 
say, Julia?" 
"They did, thank Godl Just how much they will do, they 
haven't decided yet, but they've promised support enough, so 
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I know we can go along for the present. It's a great relief." 
The man driving their carriage was keeping his attention 
on the road, and in the depth of their seat, Warren drew Julia 
into his arms. 
"Don't make it all the harder for me to leavel" she pro-
tested. Then with a rush of affection, she discarded her own 
precaution. Awareness of the city, the traffic, the driver, 
and even their destination dimmed, until the cab came to a 
stop. 
"It's goodb •••• n 
"Don't say itl" She stopped him with a kiss. "Not so 
soon. Time enough for that when the boat •••• " 
Warren got a man to help him with the luggage, while 
Julia produced the necessary papers to show agents that she 
had already paid for her fare. 
"You could still come on board and look around, Warren. 
There are a couple of minutes left." She stopped. "Oh, here 
are people I know, come to see me off, I guess." 
By the time introductions and excited greetings were 
over, someone was saying, "You'd better get on board. Gang-
plank's due to go up in two minutes1" 
"Oh, heavensl Goodbyel Goodbye, Warren1" She reached 
to take his face in her hands for a last kiss. "Only two years, 
and I 111 be back. It won't be long, you'll see." 
She was gone up the walk onto the ship, and then stood 
at the railing to wave. At that a cameraman pushed his way 
through the group on shore, and set up his tripod. He must 
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think this was an important sailing, thought Warren. But 
who was that standing near Julia who looked so familiar? 
Ramal With a shout, Warren tossed his hat above the crowd, 
"Hi, there, Ramal" 
The little Indian's face flashed with a radiant smile 
as he held up both arms in affectionate farewell. Warren 
gestured to Julia that here was a friend for her to meet. 
Slowly the space between the dock and the boat widened 
and widened. Warren wished he could leap on board, and go 
too. Why, why hadn't he known enough to purchase a ticket, 
and go with Julia? Just because he had little more than 
passage over to India and back on hand in the bank? And because 
there was no job for him over there? Suppose he had gone, who 
was to keep the farm going? And if he lost the farm, what 
place would there be for family or friends to come home to? 
It was too late for him to go on this boat, yes, but neither 
would he catch the next one to go after Julia. Her figure 
had dimmed, and was blurred into the others around her, but 
Warren stood watching as long as the ship was in sight; the 
ship that carried his daring sweetheart who had gone to tackle 
disaster with the faith of a child. Warren didn't know he was 
crying until he had turned away, gone back to the street, and 
was started for the North Station. What time did a train leave 
for home? He didn't know. He'd just go down there, and take 
the next one, whenever it left. Better find out, though, and 
call Polly to pick him up at Centerville. 
On the ride home, Warren comforted himself with the belief 
275 
that Julia really loved him, and certainly not for his looks, 
long, lanky, and on the homely side as he was. Come to think 
of it, she hadn't flared up at him once during this visit the 
way she had when they had quarreled in the upper pasture, or 
the next day when she'd been jealous of Fannie, and argued with 
him in the orchard. Why should Julia love and be willing to 
marry him when all these years she'd gone along happy to be 
single? The reasons she had given him about her never having 
married seemed true enough in themselves, but still left him 
unsatisfied as to a whole answer. Of course, plenty of men 
did not want a well-educated woman for a wife, and she had 
had a good deal more schooling than most. Also, by the time 
she had completed it, most of the men her own age would be 
already married. But there was that remark she had made about 
always wanting to do things as well, or better, than the boys 
when she was young. Huh1 Maybe the reason why she was content 
with him was that she was so far ahead of him anyway that she 
felt no need for competition where he was concerned! She had 
said she trusted him, but he didn't think of himself as any 
Rock of Gibraltar, nor as pure, fresh, and sinless, even though 
she acted sometimes as if he was. But there, what would any 
number of reasons why ever add up to in trying to figure out 
love? Or, how was there any accounting for the fact that he 
felt so much at home with her? A comment of Auntie's came back 
to him. She had said that Julia wasn't a woman you'd get to 
know right off. Peculiar thing for Auntie to say. Warren 
didn't think it had taken him long to get to know her. Perhaps 
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the fact that he was a man made a difference. 
When Warren reached Centerville, he was exhausted from 
his trip, but ever so glad to find Polly waiting to meet him. 
One steady woman, this daughter of hisl 
"Outside of being pretty rumpled, Pa, Boston doesn't seem 
to have disagreed with you on this visit." She slapped the 
reins across Prince's rump 
"Decided not to drive your auto this time?" her father 
asked. 
"Humphl You may as well know it now, Papa, the bank took 
it for part payment of its loan to Harry." 
"Didl" Warren shut his lips tight. (Maybe just as well 
he hadn't gone off to India with Julia. Looked as if he might 
be needed right here the way things were going.) "How does that 
leave the mortgage on the land?" he asked. 
"Harry renewed that--at a higher rate of interest." Polly 
sat there erect in the driver's seat as though her strength 
would be put to use in shaking off the heavy hand that Fate 
had settled on her shoulder. 
"Wal 1 , 11 said her father after a few minutes of thought, 
"I can't say what's to be done about any of that right away. 
If I put up any money, 
" • • • • 
"Don't do it, Papa. We 1d wind up with both farms gone 
if you start paying for what Harry borrows. Don't give us a 
cent in cash. You do too much to help us as it is." 
Warren tried to find a more pleasant subject, and since 
they were passing the church, he asked, "Any news at prayer 
277 
meeting last night?" 
"Yes, Papa. You'd never guess what. Some minister was 
up from Klinkerburg. Said he'd come here to Upton if the church 
would head up a union between itself and Laurel--with him in 
charge of both, of course." 
~at's the minister in Laurel supposed to do, resign, 
or die?" 
"Resign; make way for the 'more efficient operation of 
organized religion' so 'big business methods can be used' for 
the greater glory of Christ and the Churchl" 
"How's that to work out?" 
"Supposed to be more practical." 
"Nothin' very 'practical' about crossin' over the moun-
tains between here and Laurel once or twice a week to attend 
meetin', specially come winter." 
"This men said his 1long-renge plan' was for Centerville 
to join up with us, and then the whole thing could be called 
a 'federation!'" 
"What's we want to do tba t for?" 
"I don't know." 
"Wal'," Warren was too tired to guard his tongue, "all I 
can say is, Lord preserve us from too much church businessl" 
And that set Polly into a fit of giggles. After a while, 
she stopped to ask, "Papa, did you happen to see Mr. Peters 
while you were down country?" 
"No." 
"Well, Mrs. Peters wrote Sadie Little that she is on the 
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edge of a nervous prostration from knocking herself out with 
too much church doings, and wants to come up here to stay with 
the Littles and rest up." 
"Too bad she and Peters ever lef't; might have preserved 
her nerves. Last time I saw Peters, he looked as if' had aged 
a good deal, too. Did she say what Johnnie's doin' with 
himself?" 
"Yes, he's starting in at state college this fall. Says 
he's going to be a farmer like you, or maybe a forester, but 
never a minister." 
"Why's that ?tt 
~ants to see some results of what be works at. Watched 
his father trying to put heart into that big church and his 
mother losing her health over it." 
Polly got out at her place, and Warren rode along with 
the reins slack, letting Prince follow the road by himself, 
and grateful that there was still an Upton for people like 
himself, Julia, and Mrs. Peters to come home to. 
The next day Polly telephoned her father. "Hey, Paltt 
she laughed, "You needn't have been so secretive about where 
you were and what you did in Boston." 
"Why? What do you mean?" 
"Just wait until you get your paper and see your picture 
on the f'ront page w1 th you waving your hat, Rama with his arms 
out, and Miss Atwood blowirtg kissesl" 
"Good Lordl" 
''That's right. And it says here that •socially prominent 
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people were there to see the boat embark for India now that 
entry to that country is declared safe after the plague.' I 
didn't know you were socially prominent, Pal" 
no·h n ' .... 
Warren thanked God that Rama was in the picture with him 
and Julia--the town would gossip enough as it was. Had that 
photographer been sent there by her Board for publicity? Big 
business methods again? Warren did not think it would be Jesus' 
way of doing, but then, sometimes Christians were more inter-
ested in being "Christian' than in being like Jesus, weren't 
they? Get too much like Jesus, and a person might be in for 
trouble same as he was--that's what held a lot of folks back, 
Warren surmized. 
When the mailman reached his place with the paper, Warren 
read all about the event word for word. In the printing be-
neath the picture, both the names of Julia and Rama were given 
among others, and, sure enough, back on the society page there 
was a photograph of Julia alone that must have been taken when 
she was much younger. In a column under it, there was a re-
port about the "brilliant dinner given in Miss Atwood's honor" 
at the home of the sponsors of so many philanthropies. The 
article spoke of her as missionary teacher and principal of 
her school, gifted lecturer and preacher, widely traveled, 
possessed of inspiring enthusiasm for the promotion of her 
Cause. Warren cut out the pictures and the article to save, 
and wondered how Julia and Rama were making out on their 
voyage. Had they become friends? At least, they looked up at 
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the same stars at night as he did. And were in the same world 
of the spirit as he, so the miles did no more than partially 
separate them. While Julia was in his heart and nerves, she 
could never be wholly absent, never. 
Despite this reasoning, as the fall days grew cooler, 
the evenings shorter, and the wind hissed in the drying leaves, 
Warren's heart was stabbed with the memory of Julia's having 
been with him in the brilliance of that season a year ago. 
They had been swept off the earth together, and with more ex-
hilaration than during his recent visit to Boston. He tried to 
console himself with the thought that it would be no time at 
all before she would be back again, especially the way the 
years rolled faster and faster as he grew older--so fast that 
they blurred into one another. Meantime, he would keep his 
place up in preparation for the day of her arrival, though he 
lived there alone while waiting. Aside from that, be would 
keep it up anyway as a way of life he liked for the beauty of 
it, even if there was no one to enjoy it but himself and God. 
Who knew but God would like a nice, well kept place like his 
to rest His eyes on. 
One afternoon Warren looked up from pruning a grapevine 
to see a strange, short, little man coming toward him--one 
that surely didn't belong anywhere around Upton by his looks •. 
"How' d you do," was Warren 1 s command for the man to speak 
up and introduce himself, which he did, saying that his name 
was Albert something and that he was from some wild bird-beast-
or-fish society. It seemed the fellow also belonged to the 
department of biology at the university where Rama's school of 
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theology was located, and that he had identified the wild 
flowers Rama had brought in to him in his scrapbook. He was 
still on vacation, and before going back to the university, 
he wanted to "explore the quite evidently primeval region whence 
the flora had come," if Warren would be so kind as to direct 
him. 
Warren stood tall against the sky in his worn blue overalls, 
and surveyed the little man with silent hostility. Sure, it 
was a free country, and there was no law against walking around 
on public-owned property; far as that went, a person could walk 
anywhere in those parts and not be called trespassing. As for 
Wild Rose Mountain, where Rama's choicest specimens came from, 
God alone knew who owned that; chances were it belonged to the 
State. 
While cogitating the matter, Warren sized up the biolo-
gist. Misty, expectant eyes stared up through thick lenses; 
greyish-brown hair showed under a plaid cap. The man had 
huge, protruding teeth, and a small receding chin. He looked 
to be knock-kneed as well as short. And he was so eager to 
track down the home of those scarce flowers that he struck 
Warren as a clowning detective on the trail of some enticing 
crime. 
"I've been given to understand, 11 the stranger went on, 
"that this area is also of peculiar interest in regard to 
fauna as well as flora." 
Warren had seen a few fauns, but was of no mind to be-
tray their whereabouts. 
"Ornithology's a hobby of mine as a side affair while I•m 
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about my main job," he explained, "and according to Dr. Rams., 
there is a lake at the source of your river that should be a 
wonderful observation post for birds." 
Oh, a bird watcher? That sounded harmless enough. 
"Dr. Rama said he had climbed a mountain with someone as 
guide; I'd like to find the same man. I'd give him a decent 
day's pay." 
Perhaps Harry would like the job; he surely could use the 
money, yet Warren stayed one side of agreement. 
"Do you shoot and stuff birds?" 
"No, I don't. I merely observe and record what I see." 
"What about plants and flowers·--yank 1em up to talte back 
to the city with you?" 
The little man was offended. "On the contrary, I actively 
support a movement for the preservation of wildlife in New 
England, and with tourists and summer visitors coming more and 
more, I favor passing new laws to preserve what we have." 
"Is that a fact?" Warren formed a new estimate of the man. 
"Yes. n 
With that, he told him where to find Harry. 
11 I 1d like to put up somewhere around here for a week." 
Warren hesitated. He wouldn't mind boarding the man and 
getting back some of the money spent on his trip to Boston, 
but he had another inspirationJ 
11About a mile-and-a-half from here, back toward the church, 
try the Bushnells. Good clean home. Try there." 
And that is what the stranger did--got his room, and then 
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located Harry. However, during his stay, rather than taking 
any special likeing to Fannie Bushnell, as Warren might have 
hoped, he struck up a friendship with her sister, May, who 
gave the impression of a wild mountain flower in person. Be-
fore he left for the university, he made plans to come back. 
The few dollars Harry had received for acting as guide to 
the biologist were soon gone, and the bank was hounding him 
for payments on its loan. Accordingly, Hap asked Charlie Atwood 
for Gio's old job as mechanic, and got it along with the use 
of an old runabout for driving back and forth to work during 
decent weather. In the winter when the road was impassable, 
he would stay over there in Laurel. 
What was left of his harvesting, Harry left for his 
father-in-law and wife to do. Polly actually preferred the 
impossible load of work to having Harry within her sight. 
Since the baby had been born dead, he had been sleeping by 
himself in an upstairs bedroom and getting his own breakfast, 
and now she would only have to see him at suppertime; not al-
ways then if he was late. 
To keep the children out of harm's way, Polly had them 
"helping" her a good share of the time. The once that they 
escaped her notice when out playing and tried to walk up to 
Grandpa's alone, had her so frightened that they caught a 
healthy fear of what was out of bounds. 
"Even grownups get lost. You must stay in the open, 
within sight of the house, and away from the woods!" Her 
caution stuck. 
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After that episode, and with their father away, Debbie 
and Bob began to sense that they and their mother were much 
dependent upon each other, and they took on new responsibility 
in looking after Danny. In the process, they took on manner-
isms of their elders. Bob copied his grandfather in pointing 
with his thumb and setting his lips tight with jaw stuck out, 
while Debbie stood with hands on hips as they debated what 
should be done to stop Danny's crying. 
Warren stopped work long enough to build a small platform 
on wheels as a rolling playpen for Danny so he could be out 
of doors within sight of the rest. And he threw a plank over 
a wooden horse to serve as a teeter board for the other chil-
dren and hung up swings so they'd be less apt to stray when 
not "farming." 
It wasn't long before Happy, who was putting in long hours 
with Charlie, just came home for weekends, that is, from late 
Saturday night until early Monday morning. He did stay at home 
for an uneasy Thanksgiving Day. Polly bore with his presence 
by not hearing when he spoke and not seeing when she looked his 
way. It was a gloomy meal, and Warren was glad to clear out 
and go back to his own place as soon as he could get away. 
There were flurries of snow in the afternoon. For a while 
Happy played out doors in it with the children, trying to catch 
snowflakes. That night there was sleet, and the next morning 
while driving to work in a grouchy mood, Hap's speed was too 
much for slippery mountain curves. The runabout slewed at a 
corner overlooking a ravine; it hung for an instant on the 
edge of disaster, toppled, rolled over, and crashed against 
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some trees far below the road. 
Hours later in the day, Charlie telephoned Polly to ask 
where Hap was, and just before dusk, Warren and Hughie got up 
there to the place where the car had gone off the road. They 
eased their way down into the ravine, and found Harry dead, 
thrown from the automobile, his neck broken. 
When they arrived back, Polly seemed to have been turned 
to stone. It was only in talking to Fannie sometime later that 
her feelings broke in torrents of tears. Why then! She didn't 
know. She wouldn't have said beforehand that she'd weep a tear 
at Harry's death. But she had loved him once, and love seemed 
to be hard to kill. 
"He did so like to play. He was my dearest playmate, and 
about my only one up here where there aren't so very many 
people anyway." 
"I know," Fannie tried to comfort her. "I thought a lot 
of a playmate I had, too." 
"What happened to him?" Polly stopped crying to listen. 
"Grew up and married, like most people," Fannie smiled, 
wondering whether a child of hers and Warren's would have been 
anything like Polly. 
When she was asked by her father if she wanted to move 
back to his house, Polly answered, 
"It would be nice, Pa, to go home, and the work would be 
easier for me up there with you, but I've already done a lot 
to this place, and I think I can make a go of it alone if I 
plan carefully. The main trouble is keeping an eye on the 
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children at the same time as I carry on the work--good as they 
try to be. If Hazel wanted to come back now, between the two 
of us we might make out. Or do you suppose I'd run into a 
mess as to whose rights were whose around here?" 
"Don't know. I'd be inclined to say leave well enough 
alone. Say what about Johnnie Peters? Why not fix it up with 
him to come up here for working experience to go along with 
his studying farming? What with his mother's still bein' at 
the Littles with her nerves •••• " 
"I'll try it. I've got another idea, Pa." 
"What's that?" 
"May Bushnell's friend, the biolmgist bird-watcher 
"Wal 1 ?n 
n 
• • • • 
"Kept repeating this was a paradise for birds and all 
that around here. Why wouldn't he send some of the people he 
works with up here? They wouldn't be looking for fancy frills 
like at an expensive hotel, would they?" 
"Might be a possibility there. Hm, Rama may have started 
something with that collection of flowers of his." 
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CHAPTER J.4 
With buildings banked and stock bedded down, Warren was 
prepared for the onset of winter, and in his solitude he began 
to brood, with Julia dwelling in the backg~ound of all his 
moods. She accompanied his thinking about how times had changed 
since he was young; how many people had died or moved away; 
how women were asserting themselves more and more in taking over 
man's work. Here was his own daughter, now, set on living where 
she was and ~unning her own r~--hard enough for a man to earn 
mo~e than a bare living at that work. He wasn't sure whether 
she could succeed, or not, any more than the rest of the town 
was, though its favor or disfavor might make all the difference. 
And while opinion formed, Warren knew her project was discussed 
pro and con as though she were running for offiee at election 
time. Comments ran: 
Pauline Ames, there, tryin' to raise her children and run 
a farm to once. Can't do justice by neither. Outside work 
ain't meant for women nohow. 
Proud and independent like her pa. 
Has a home to go to, why don't she go? 
Got her Ames back up. There they be~ she on one hill, he 
on t'other, both like as not forced to call in the neighbors 
before they're done. 
What-do-you-mean "before they're done?" Hugh Foster does 
half the work of a hired man as it is for nothing. 
Chance to get away from his wife's tongue. 
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Wal 1 , while you're talkin 1 , don't forget that it was Harry 
pulled Hughie up the ledge when the wildfire chased him. And 
another thing, it was Warren at the other end of that human 
chain who took the weight o f it. 
Only goes to prove what I always say: no tellin' who's 
ahead of who in what they owe each other in this town. 
It was true, Hughie was a great help to Polly. Aside from 
reasons assumed by the neighbors, he also bore in mind that 
John Whiting had been coveting Polly's farm with its buildings 
standing high out of another flood's way, and Hughie had no de-
sire to see Lizzie Whiting on a place next to his own. He had 
a hard enough time as it was holding his own with his wife 
without her having reinforcement from her sister, Liz. So, if 
giving Polly a hand might keep her from losing her place, it 
would at the same time save Hughie a retreat--not that his 
whereabouts were any secret, especially when he took to the 
chopping block where he had his own distinctive rhythm with an 
axe. One day as he leaned in the shed doorway, pipe in hand, 
he gave Polly his philosophy of labor as a piece of wisdom for 
her to go by. 
"When you bite off a big hunk of work, you don't want to 
raise a lot of dust flyin' at it. What you have to do first 
is get the rhythm of it, and then let it carry you. But if 
you get nervous and try to hustle, you'll find yourself goin' 
cross-grain and all worn out in quick time. Everythin' in the 
world has a rhythm, but you gotta feel around to find it some-
times •11 
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Hughie had an easy way with the children as well as with 
work, so when her father didn't happen to be there, Polly left 
them with him whenever she had a chance to substitute for the 
teacher at the grammar school. Of course, the coming fall, 
Debby would start first grade; then there would be only the 
two little boys at home all day. But with Bob already four, 
and Danny a year-and-a-half, all three children would be in 
school during the day in another four years. Meantime her plans 
were beginning to take some shape--Johnnie Peters had agreed 
to work for her on his vacations and weekends starting in April. 
And since April to November were the hard farming months, she 
hoped to build up a business of winter boarders as much as she 
could. If beauty of the outdoors alone would attract them, the 
sight of winter sunshine across the snow-covered slope between 
her house and the river, or moonlight on the crust, or the 
lavender shadows in the hollows, or Debby, Bob, and Danny coast-
ing together •••• Artists would love that place, but what ar-
tist ever had money enough to pay board? She'd wind up support-
ing them instead of they her! It was encouraging, though, that 
May's friend, the biologist, had spread the news among his 
friends that Upton was the very best place he knew for observ-
ing nature--bird, beast, flower, mineral, or fish such as he 
had found in the lake at the head of Moody River. Responding 
to his enthusiasm, two sisters wrote that they wanted to go 
snowshoeing in the woods while they looked for winter birds 
for a few weeks in January. Then some mineralogists wanted to 
come up and study the rocks and ledges of Wild Rose Mountain as 
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soon as it was clear of snow. Polly did hope that visitors 
would bring new life with them, new ideas, and new ways of 
sociability. Then, when the time came, Debby might not do as 
her mother had--marry the first playmate she found out of sheer 
loneliness. 
With Polly engrossed in her own plans and set to be as 
self-sufficient as she could, Warren realized that his help 
was not overly welcome (until the day came that she was cor-
nered, probably). And down at the church, now that Fannie 
was preaching more and more, she was depending on him for 
little or nothing. The rest of the congregation had taken 
quite a liking to her sermons, and gave her credit for 
working hard, putting into them much of the reading she did 
as town librarian. 
Perhaps it was part of that church body's prevailing mood 
of contrariness to take to a woman preacher--one who had grown 
into the pulpit right there, too. It liked her guts; boasted 
that it throve on the lack of a professionally trained minis-
try; grew pleased with itself for being stubborn and hardy; 
and strengthened its opposition to merging, uniting, or federat-
ing with any other church, being convinced that it had a life 
and spirit of its own. What's more, the more impotent the 
denominational officials felt in dealing with it, the better 
the church at Upton liked itself. With those latter senti-
ments, Warren was well in accord, even at the price of listen-
ing to Fannie long and often. 
Whether the fact that Fannie and Polly were asserting 
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themselves influenced Mrs. Peters to do the same, no one ever 
knew, but what did she do but come right out so the whole town 
knew it and refuse to go back to her husband while he remained 
minister to that city church that had ruined her nerves! After 
due consideration, the town endorsed her stand. But when it 
came to a woman's exercising her rights, in Warren's opinion, 
Julia outstripped them all. She didn't stop to battle over 
them, but just went ahead with whatever she wanted to do. He 
did wish, though, that she would write to him more often. After 
receiving a brief note sent back while her ship was en route to 
India, Warren had waited for what seemed to him an undue length 
of time--until Christmas for another letter from her. When 
that arrived, he ripped it open hungrily to read. 
She had enjoyed the voyage immensely in spite of storms; 
had suffered only briefly from seasickness, although the Red 
Sea had been very rough; she had been very happy and fortunate 
in meeting Warren's friend, Dr. Rama; he was going to lecture 
at her school, so he had promised. 
All well and good, thought Warren, but how about her show-
ing a little affection. What she had said that far could have 
been written to anybody, whereas he was supposed to be special 
to her. Then, part way through the letter her tone became more 
personal. 
You know, Warren, dear, being headmistress 
of a missionary school for girls may sound like 
genteel work to those not engaged in it, but 
I find it gruelling. Demands are put on all 
my resources, all my ingenuity, and I'm not a 
weak woman. But, you have an idea of what it 
is like, I'm sure, for as we agreed once, 
farmer and missionary are both engaged in the 
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same work of wrestling with the wilderness. 
Tame and cultivate the land or the spirit--all 
part of bringing in the Kingdom! 
And now, goodbye, dear. Do have a marry 
Christmas. A package is on its way to you. 




Warren held the letter against his heart. Imagine her 
taking time to make something for him with all she had to do. 
He wondered whether she liked the maple sugar candy he had 
sent her, or the bright red, perfect maple leaf he had pressed 
and put in with it, or the twig of hemlock with its tiny acorns. 
He folded her letter, and buttoned it into his shirt pocket--
for warmth1 
A day or two later the package came bearing a long woolen 
scarf, hand knit, with his initials woven into a corner, and 
J. !· in a tiny cross stitch beneath them. 
Not long afterward there came another letter. This said 
that Rama had paid his visit, had lectured most successfully. 
He was now dean of his college at the university where he 
worked. He had talked at length with Julia, told her that 
his school had become coeducational, and had asked her to 
come there the following year to be a professor of speech 
and--Dean of Women. 
Julia had evidently written the letter at a top pitch of 
excitement. It went on about what tremendous opportunities 
the position offered with advancement for her into fields of 
most absorbing interest. There was just one consideration 
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that gave her pause, she said--she would be expected to re-
main in the position a minimum of four years. Would Warren 
mind waiting two years longer than they had agreed upon? 
What did he think? 
What did he think? What did he think? In the first 
place he didn't think she could mean it. Or could she? He 
threw the letter down, and stomped the boards of the kitchen 
floor. Julia was due to be back there with him a year from 
the next September. If she was leading up to breaking off 
the engagement, then why didn't she come out and say so? Or 
was she trying to keep him dangling for some day when she 
got tired of life over there? Would Rama want her to work 
for him if he knew she could change her mind so easily? Had 
she ever told Tama she was engaged to him? Warren doubted 
it. What did he think? He thought Auntie had been right, as 
usual, when she had said Julia was a woman you didn't get to 
know right away. 
He picked up the letter, then slapped it down again on 
the table, and took to tramping back and forth again, his 
face tightened with pain. Then be addressed the yellow cat 
that sat hunched under the stove. 
"You think I'm goin' to take this sittin' down? Wal•, 
I'm not. It may surprise you to know I'm takin 1 another trip, 
and you, and Lassie, and Amarantba, and Miranda can all stay 
over at Polly's for the few months I'm gone. I'm goin' over 
there and bring that woman home." 
He paced the boards, then stopped to wave a long 
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cautioning finger at the cat. "No •••• Now, not so hasty; 
you just wait a minute; just wait." 
He picked up the letter again, found his place near the 
close where he had thrown it down, and saw that at the foot 
of the last page it said "over". On the back he read: 
"Could you consider the possibility I think I once pro-
posed of coming over here and running a farm nearby and 
teaching the farmers here something about soil conservation 
and rotation of crops. The land is terribly impoverished, 
so much so that human excrement is used for fertilizer, and 
that carries disease with it, so that what's grown has to 
be boiled, and in spite of all the sterilizing we try to do, 
dysentery keeps cropping out. There is a dire need for good 
humus, and a great piece of pioneering work to be done in 
connection with building it." 
~al', where's there a livin' in that for me? Go over 
there, sink my savings, play second fiddle to a wife who's a 
Dean of Women, with me a dirt farmer in a foreign country? 
Go, and maybe never see my daughter and grandchildren again 
on a gamble like that? What do you say to that, cat? Would 
you risk all you had for a temperamental female ?" 
The yellow cat looked into his ayes knowlingly, and 
slowly blinked assent that females could be more than a hand-
ful as his torn ears bore witness. 
"Ugh, livin' alone's affectin' me just as Polly used to 
predict before she started goin 1 -it alone herself. Here I be 
talkin' to a critter as if it knew what I was sayin'." Warren 
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half smiled, and the eat's eyes narrowed to smile back. 
"Wonder who you think you are, cat •••• " 
The yellow cat got up, came over, stretched up to his 
knee, still looking into his eyes, seeking further recogni-
tion. Warren stroked its head. "Get lonesome sometimes, 
same as I do?" How much of a person was a cat? Warren shook 
himself--must have picked up some Hindu notion in his read-
ing. 
Hindu ••• India •••• Julia •••• What could he answer 
her but to repeat what he had said before that here was his 
home to share with her, here was his established way of life, 
here was some safety for the two of them in their future 
years, and here he would stick it out while he waited for her 
to come home. This evening he would write and say just that, 
though it might be going on two months before she received 
his letter. 
His woman ••• his unpredictable woman whom he had known 
in a marriage of the spirit whether any physical counter ever 
took place. That being· so, he wondered why there was in him 
a perpetual urge to know more of her. Was union never com-
plete, and yet the desire eternal? If it could be satisfied, 
would he then be lost forever in the loved one, and so un-
conscious of the wonder? He had heard it said that that was 
the story of death--like Moody River water becoming one with 
the Atlantic. Loss of his own identity? 
Be all that as it might, Warren settled down to worm and 
wait, and, as always, there was more than enough common choring 
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to be done. There was also the winter's logging. When it 
came to that, Warren missed Hap, and thought with some re-
morse that he could have been more forebearing with him 
from the time he married Polly. Knowing it was foolhardy to 
work in the woods alone, he picked Hughie for a companion, 
and made some bargain about the division of cords of wood cut. 
When it came time for the annual delivery to the church 
woodsheds, Hughie refused to take a hand in it as going 
.against his religion as a firm non-church-goer. 
"Ever think to change your religion?" asked Warren. 
"Tempted once or twice when there was a row in the church. 
And right now when ther.:l 's no minister for a boss I might even 
go serious. But what would be the use of startin'? You folks 
are still on the look-out for one, and believe in 'em, which 
I don 1 t." 
"Ye don't?" 
"Nope. Got their everlastin 1 nose into other folks t 
business like 't 1was their own, which it ain't. The one 
thing I might ever be is a ~uaker." 
"Cause there's none in these parts?" 
"Mebbe sol" 
Hughie stuck to his stand, and wouldn't move a log in 
the direction of the church, but he was most agreeable in 
helping to fill Polly's woodshed. He and Warren got the 
job done when she was off teaching school because of her 
assertions that she intended to stack that wood herself. 
There was one event that gave Warren some comfort that 
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winter: Mr. Peters gave in to his wife, and resigned his 
city church for the one in Hawthorne over the other side of 
Laurel. Just to know Peters was back in the general area 
was reassuring. It also made it more likely that Johnnie 
would carry out his agreement to work for Polly on vacations 
for more than a little while. 
Toward the tag end of the winter, Carl brought a late 
mail over the roads whose mud had frozen into deep ruts. It 
included a letter from Julia: 
Thank you for your letters, Warren. They 
are about all that has kept me going. 
What? And after the way in which he had asked her to ac-
count for herself and tell him straight whether some change 
of heart made her want to prolong their engagement? Of 
course, he had also written that regardless of what she did 
or did not do, he would love her forever. " ••• kept me go-
ing." That didn't sound like her at all. He'd never known 
her to stop going. Something must be way wrong. 
This goes beyond anything I ever thought 
took endurance before. 
What I have is dysentery--commonplace 
enough over here. If only it were rare, or 
dramatic in some way, I could get some small 
satisfaction out of that. Suppose it were 
consumption, say. With that, I could pre-
tend I was another Elizabeth Browning. Or 
leprosy could be borne like a saint, and may-
be my relics could be honored! 
Of course, I've given up all thought of 
teaching at Rama's university next year. In 
fact, I did decide against it definitely as 
soon as I got your reaction. 
I'll be fortunate if I can finish this 
year here, since rest is part of the treatment. 
Rest, drugs, boiled liquids. 
What did I do to deserve this, I some-
times ask. Took the wrong mouthfuls of 
food. Yet, I keep trying to make meaning 
out of the misery. So far, I don't make 
much of it. I do think, however, that a 
good deal of the strenuous work I did in 
the past came from a superabundance of 
physical energy more than from an overflow-
ing love of God, for I feel a poverty of 
spirit to cope with my disease that I don't 
believe would exist if I had been more de-
vout right along. 
When I'm able to travel, my missionary 
society will see that I get safely back to 
the United States. But here is a sad part--
a person with this disease may improve, and 
then have relapses for as much as six or 
eight years. Where are our plans in face 
of that? Naturally, I can't hold you to 




P.S. Please keep me in your thoughts. 
298 
In his thoughts? Yes, and then some. Warren jumped 
from his chair, and headed for the telephone to call Dr. 
White and ask what he knew about dysentery. 
"Why? Who do you know that has dysentery?" 
Dropping all reticence about being in love, Warren 
opened his mind, wanting to know what the disease might do 
to Julia, its duration, and whether it might be fatal. He 
was told that many of the answers depended upon the type 
of dysentery; its duration was variable, hard to predict. 
If it was amebic, then ulcers of the large colon and the 
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perforation of it might ensue. Could lead to abcesses on 
the liver, lung, or brain. 
"Brain!" 
"I said 'could' • Too bad your friend has it. Runs 
rampant over there, I understand. You say she's still try-
ing to work?" 
"She was when she wrote this letter." 
"Rest is one of the main things in the treatment. 
Sorry to hear about it. The facts aren't very pleasant, but 
I supposed they were what you wanted." 
''What I asked for. I won't keep you talking. Remember 
me to Hazel." 
Warren no sooner hung up than he tried to get Polly on 
the telephone. Getting no response, he took Prince, and 
drove over to find she had just come into the house from 
milking. She stood holding the pail as she looked at her 
father, and her greeting was, 
"What's wrong?" 
"Plentyl Julia's got dysentery pretty bad from the let-
ter I got from her this afternoon. I'm goin' over there." 
"Huh?" Polly set the pail down with a thud. 
"I'm goin' over there," her father repeated. "The only 
kin she has is Charlie, outside of myself. What I plan to 
do is marry her, and bring her home where she can rest, and 
drink all the boiled milk, boiled water, boiled chicken 
brotn she needs, along with whatever else is taken to get 
well." 
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"You'd marry a sick woman, Papa?" 
"In this case, yes. I'm goin' to find out when the 
next boat leaves, and send her a cable that I'll be on it." 
"Wal', I must say!" 
"Must say what?" 
"How do you know you won't catch this dysentery from 
her, and then I'll have the two of you to get back here 
somehow, and then nurse. The risk you take, Papa, is not 
all your own." 
"I'll have a talk with Dr. White before I leave, and 
find out what I can do to avoid catching it." 
"I don't know, Pa. I'm wondering how you'll make out. 
India's half way round the world. They don't talk our lan-
guage there, or anything." 
"I'll make out; my only question is how you'll make 
out while I'm gone1" 
"Oh, I don't want you worrying about mel" 
Then they both laughed at each other for being so much 
alike, and Polly yielded the argument, although she went on 
talking while the momentum of her protest died down. 
"Your going will cause talk~" she reminded him. 
"Guess 1 t 1will. I'll lay the facts down open Sunday 
when I go to church. That'll help." 
"Rama' s over there; why can 1 t he look after her for 
you? Ones at church may ask the same." 
"So might I under other circumstances." 
~ell, Papa, how are your circumstances different? 
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If it were anyone else, you'd say Rama could put her on 
the boat and send her home, and she'd be here in half the 
time it would take for you to go way over and then back 
again with her. You'd call someone else rash to do what 
you plan.n 
"'t'ain't likely she'll come without persuasion, and 
I don't know's she can make the trip alone, or whether 
she'll be well enough to come with me for a while after I 
get over there." 
Polly sighed heavily and declared, "It s-till doesn't 
make good sense in my mind for you to marry a sick woman." 
She stared at her father who obviously was not listening. 
"Well, all rightl" She raised her voice, "If you must go, 
then I suppose you must!" 
Warren came out of his lapse of attention. "If I 
were married to her, would you think I should go?" 
"Of course." 
"In my heart I'm married to her. There's your answer." 
"Then you should go; I agree." 
Together they set about finding when the next ship would 
leave for India. It was going from New York rather than 
Boston, and they made a reservation for Warren to go on it 
by the cheapest rate available, for even with caution, a 
good share of his life's savings would go on the trip. Be-
tween poor telephone connections and stopping to consult 
with each other between calls, it was the next day before he 
and Polly got a cablegram off to Julia saying that he was on 
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his way. They sent one to Rama at the same time, asking 
him to do what he could for her. 
"Hope it gives her some courage," said Warren. 
"That's something I never thought she lacked," answered 
Polly. 
"No, but she's never been real sick in her life before. 
Something new she's up against. Let's see what next I have 
to do--call her cousin, Charlie, I guess, and then Peters; 
He'll want to know about this." 
Sunday night an answering cable arrived from Julia. 
SO GLAD YOU ARE COMING STOP WILL WATCH FOR 
NEWS OF YOUR SHIP STOP BON VOYAGE 
The next morning at dawn, Polly and the children, along 
with Warren's old friend and fellow deacon, Tom Little, were 
down at the station in Centerville to see him off on the 
milk train to Boston. Tom couldn't resist teasing. 
"Must be gett1:n' old, boy,n he yelled, "surprised at you, 
goin' to sea by train when goin 1 by canoe like what you and 
I did forty-year ago is so much more romantic!" 
Warren shook a friendly fist, and waved goodbye to the 
rest as the train drew away. 
"Romantic." Romantic. The wheels of the train picked 
up the chant--romantic-romantic-romantic, old boy. Romantic, 
like hell. This train ride to Boston was not going to be 
any rosey dream of carnal love or amorous fancy. Of course, 
in the whole trip, there'd be a lot to see, but this was 
no romantic adventure into an exotic Orient, (though he did 
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hope to rescue a fair lady). Neither was he in search of 
the Holy Grail, a lost, pure kind of Christianity. He 
wasn 1 t? He hadn't thought of that before. He ••• ? 
When Warren's train reached the North Station in Boston, 
he had just time to cross the city, purchase a ticket, and 
have a cup of coffee before boarding the train for New York. 
As it pulled away from the station at Back Bay, a thrill at 
traveling into new territory came over him. He located a 
map in his time table, and followed the rail route, noting 
towns and cities the train passed through. 
If he was to tell Polly and the children all about this 
trip when he got home, he'd better start jotting things 
down as he went, or he'd never remember half of them. Come 
next winter, say, when they were all snowed in, some game 
like "Going to India" would suit the kids just fine. Line 
up the dining room chairs, and away they'd all go. His 
grandchildren would get some of their geography straight 
from his experience, barring accident, or his catching his 
death of sickness in that disease-infested land he was 
going to take Julia out of once and for all. 
It was hard for him to pietu~e Julia stricken with 
illness, for whenever she flashed within his mind, it was 
with her unusual vitality clear and bright--like autumn in 
New England when she had last visited Upton. He fell to 
dwelling upon the different times he had seen or been with 
her, reliving them slowly on the long ride to New York, 
which was much longer than he felt it should be, even though 
the train sped at a smooth, steady clip. 
When finally the tremendous, big city came into view, 
Warren was struck with the fantastic sight of buildings 
towering one against the other up into the sky. Strange 
to imagine people living in all that. Upon leaving the 
train, Warren looked for a place to stay for the night, 
and settled for a room at the Y.M.C.A., then set out to see 
something of the city. Fifth Avenue ••• Central Park ••• side-
walks, shops, traffic, buildings and buildings, and crowds 
of people. Everyone alive must have been tumbled into this 
one city. As darkness fell, he was surprised to find that 
the place turned pretty. On the way back to his room, 
Warren found the blazing fairyland of Times Square was 
something else by way of city life than he had ever dreamed. 
And the masses of strangers in the theater crowds were more 
human acting and happy than those he had seen in the daytime. 
If Julia could have been there with him, he'd have gone to 
a play, too. 
In order to save what money he had with him, Warren 
ate his supper right there in his room. He had brought in 
some milk from outside to go with a thick ham and cheese 
sandwich, hard boiled eggs, and an apple that Polly had 
packed for him. It was ample and very good. 
Supper over, Warren set down some journal entries for 
the day, and prepared for bed. Not sleepy yet, he lolled 
around while he poked through the "New York Times." The 
news read about the same as usual: some crimes were reported; 
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the Republican Party urged loyalty; a headline said prices 
were increasing alarmingly. Then he came across a column 
telling about some author who had written a book about the 
American woman of the day being a mixture of Joan of Arc 
and a knight errant riding the steed of Ambition. He even 
had had his lady ride off on a crusade to the Orient! The 
paper claimed the story was an exaggeration of the fact of 
American womanhood, but according to Warren, that reviewer 
simply didn't know his American women. 
Julia ••• he did hope she was holding her own against 
that dysentery, and he renewed his prayer for her recovery • 
He fell asleep to dream that he was carrying her in his arms 
out of a hilly wasteland. 
The next morning Warren was up well before daylight, 
as he would have been at home. After shaving and dressing, 
he ate a cold breakfast from food left from the night be-
fore, and did wish he had some hot coffee to go with it. 
Before leaving to find his way to the harbor, he stopped 
to look out from the high window of his room, and was fas-
cinated with the sight of the sun rising bloody and lurid. 
Warren was out of the thick of the city before it be-
came congested with crowds, and went through the 9rocedure 
of boarding his boat in good season. His was a cargo vessel 
carrying not very many passengers. Its crew struck Warren 
as a skinny, undersized lot--tough and pert. He was sure 
some of them were English, even if they didn't know how to 
talk it. 
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"Tyke yer bag, sir?" 
"No, thank ye, 1 t 1 ain 1 t heavy beyond my own strength, 
I presume." 
Having located his room two flights below, Warren was 
soon out and roving all over the boat like a boy. He was 
upstairs, downstairs, around one deck, then the next, and 
out to the prow where ropes ran down to the pier from their 
iron standards. There he stopped to gaze down at the 
people coming up the gangplank; there was something hypno-
tic about watching them. He wondered who they were that 
would be in close company with him on this floating island 
for the next several weeks. A few looked as though they 
might be Indians; some looked like Italians, probably getting 
off at Genoa, the only port where the boat would stop be-
fore Bombay. The others could be almost anyone who wanted 
to go into other parts of Europe from Italy, or like him-
self, to India. 
Imagine him, Warren Ames, going abroad, and to Asia, 
no lessl Unlikely, but true. Then a spell of nostalgia 
hit him. Polly, the children, Hughie, Tom Little--his 
lifelong friend, each one seemed precious. Each was in 
his mind vividly. Even Fannie--at this safe distance he 
thought he could think of her with affection. He wondered 
how she was taking this trip of his. She hadn't acted up 
in any peculiar way when he told them all down at church 
that he was going. Just asked him to give her love to Julia. 
She did seem concerned, too. 
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Warren suddenly swayed, and thought the earth must be 
heaving, then remembered he was on the water. Maybe it 
was something like this in an earthquake when the tremors 
started to roll. 
The gangplank was beginning to rise slowly, and a cat 
walk that went down to it was drawn up and fitted into 
place along the side of the deck. It was a surprisingly 
ingenious contraption of bolts, nuts, screws, steps, and 
rope. Heavy ropes that had tied the boat to piles of the 
pier were wound up at the prow. Slowly the landing began 
to move backwards, and waving people grew smaller and 
smaller. Swooping gulls started to escort the ship to sea, 
now and then dropping to float saucily in the water. Over-
head the union jack fluttered against a grey, low sky. 
Looking at the receding Statue of Liberty, strong and 
beautiful, Warren thought, "Do I have to leave home to know 
how much I love it?" 
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CHAPTER 15 
Love of his country filled Warren's heart as land re-
ceded from his sight, and any American then on boat seemed 
like a brother, even a fellow passenger near him who looked 
very much like Warren's notion of a cityman. He was tall, 
slender, somewhat homely, grey haired, and had greyish-blue 
eyes •••• Why, he could almost be taken for Warren's twin 
with a few differences: a sallow, rather than an apple-
blossom complexion, undeveloped muscles, and pale fingers 
that were quite evidently not used to a plow. He was con-
servatively dressed in a dark grey, herringbone coat and 
dark grey, shapeless fedora. 
Warren struck up an acquaintance with the man, start-
ing with, 11Grey day." 
"It is, indeed," agreed the stranger, coming to lean 
on the rail beside him. "I'm from New England--Boston. 
You're ••• ?" 
"From Upton, a small place north of Boston." 
11Why, of course. Wonderful country up there!" 
"We like it," was Warren's way of saying that it was 
the only place on God's earth where he'd ever want to live. 
The Bostonian seemed interested. ttno you carry on 
farming there?" 
"I do." 
11Ah1 11 The man seemed pleased with himself that he had 
guessed right. 
"Your business?" asked Warren. 
"Publishing." 
"Books?" 
"Magazine. Sometimes stuff comes out in it before 
it's put in book form." 
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Their interest warmed in each other as they wondered 
how far their apparent likeness went. 
ttwhere are you bound for?" Warren's slight smile 
showed a trace of his dimples. 
"Genoa, then Rome, and up through Europe to the 
British Isles. And you?" 
"India." 
The new experience of being on water and completely 
out of sight of land was an exciting one to Warren, and 
he stayed out on deck after his friend had gone inside to 
warm up. Following his habit at home, he had been keeping 
an eye on the weather, and watching a brownish cloud bank 
form. It wasn't long before a thick mist settled close to 
the ship which began sounding its way with a low, bellowing 
fog horn. The boat rolled slowly to one side, and Warren 
bent his knees to go with the movement. While he yet held 
to the rail, watching what was still visible of the water, 
there emerged out of the fog a lovely, slender black boat 
carrying three black sails. A black wild goose! Born out 
of a cloud, fog, and water, given breath of life by the 
wind. An impassioned thing. It swerved, and reminded him 
of Julia's dramatic gestures. There was a mystery to the 
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sailboat similar to her own mysterious beauty. In salute 
to that and to all else in the vision beyond his fathoming, 
Warren waved to a man on deck before the boat disappeared 
back into the fog. 
He wondered, did death have the same wild beauty? The 
picture of his black wild goose remained in Warren's memory 
well after most of the rest of the trip over had been for-
gotten. "The Julie A.", he named the haunting phantom. 
Bawling fog horns interrupted his reverie, and a tempest 
broke in rain that drove Warren inside where he was con-
fined to his cabin with seasickness for a day and a night. 
When the storm had passed, he emerged on deck to find 
others like himself washed out, wobbly, and sheepish. 
Among them was a voluable French chef on his way back to 
Paris who denounced the cooking on board as a terrible dis-
grace to his art. Warren wasn't in position to offer an 
opinion, not having tasted it yet. There was also a man 
from Switzerland who thought that since Warren lived on a 
mountain farm, he should certainly learn to yodel if he 
didn't already know howl 
When Warren paced the deck at night under the stars, 
the man from Boston kept him company. Out there in mid-
Atlantic, with moonlight topping the waves with dark 
brilliance, the two marveled together at the vastness of 
the universe extending way deep below them and only God 
knew how far above. 
"And all of it orderly, tool" exclaimed Warren's 
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companion. "You know, Darwin gave religion a tremendous 
boost when he opened up the working of an Almighty mind in 
a comprehensive design." 
"If evolution's what you mean, some of our church folks 
back home throw fits at the word." 
"I suppose so. Look at that shooting starl" 
One night Warren confided to his new friend the rea-
son he was making his journey. 
"Oh, I 1m very sorry." And the man held his peace in 
respect for Warren's anxiety. 
For most of the trip, Warren kept to his own thoughts, 
except for an occasion such as when he yielded to persua-
sion, and picked up a little yodeling from the Swiss think-
ing it would amuse the children when he got back home. 
Once in a while he talked with the other passengers. Some 
of them, he found, had a knowledge of India--but mostly of 
the northern part. None of them, however, could tell 
Warren any more than he already knew about the City of 
Madras. The opinion was that he would find out about it 
well enough when he got there, and that the people knew 
enough English to talk to him somewhat. 
After leaving Italy, Warren's boat was delayed by 
storms in the Mediterranean and Red Sea, so that he did 
not see nearly as much as he would have liked. In fact, he 
was below deck most of the way from Italy to Bombay. 
The sights of the City of Bombay were strange to Warren. 
He was struck by the numbers of dark skinned people to which 
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he was not used, but even more by their manner and bearing. 
The very expression of their faces seemed different from 
what he had seen on Americans and Europeans, though he 
couldn't place what made the difference. Some had very pa-
tient, soft eyes like Rama, but without, of course, the 
unusually radiant light that played in his. The women were 
either young or old; none seemed to be middle aged. The 
young ones were very beautiful; the old ones seemed to 
have lost interest in life. It took him a while to get 
used to the way the men dressed. Some had on dark blue 
coats with white, tight-legged pants, and a white turban; 
others were naked except for dhotie and headdress. Under-
sized and underfed, he thought them. 
It took a day-and-a-half for Warren to cross India in 
a second-class compartment of the Madras Express where he 
was in company with six or seven Indians. For seats, there 
were only very hard, dusty wooden benches around the wall. 
There was also an upper shelf where a person could climb 
up and try to sleep. It was so hot that Warren soon re-
moved his suit coat and necktie. 
Upon leaving Bombay, the train went over the Eastern 
ghats, and from there southeast across flat, endless acres 
of dry land with scrub growth of brush. Here and there 
through a dusty window he saw a strangely brilliant tree 
growing by itself. One of the men told him it was called 
flame of the forest. He'd seen plenty in the forest fire 
that looked about the same way. 
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The train passed village after village, stopping at the 
larger places where there was a chance to get out, buy strange 
food, and above all get some bottled water that was on sale 
at the stops before going crazy with thirst as well as heat. 
When Warren got out at Madras, he was exhausted, dirty, 
and almost sick with the sultry heat. He thought it was 
worse to suffer than that he had undergone while fighting 
the mountain fire. He didn't see how Julia ever stood this 
climate, or why, when once away from it, she would ever go 
back. It had been two months since he had heard from her. 
No telling what course her illness had taken since then. 
Better not think about it in advance. How he'd find his way 
to her school, he didn't know, but he could ask directions, 
anyway. 
Crowds were at the station to meet the train as though 
it was a big event, and among them was a boy who came up to 
Warren, and said he had been sent to meet him. Then what 
did he do but take Warren's valise, and carry it on his head. 
What Warren saw of Madras on their walk to the school did 
nothing to raise his opinion of cities in general. Vendors 
squatting on the sidewalk, bullocks pulling two-wheeled 
carts, bicycles everywhere, some camels bearing luggage, 
lean, terrible dogs that looked like hyenas, beggars ever-
lastingly pestering, children beggars pulling at his clothes 
so persistently that pity left him, and he wanted to swat 
them. And all the while Warren was itching to get out of his 
hot clothing into sandals and white pants that other men were 
wearing. Anything as a relief from this tropical heat. 
How did Julia ever bear it to be sick in this temperature? 
Finally, Warren's escort pointed out the school, a 
square, two-storied building, and led him by a footpath 
through flowering shrubbery to its rear. There in an open 
space of lawn was a cottage with a veranda. He had hardly 
come into view of it when Julia came running out of the 
house, looking like a ghost of her former self, but giv-
ing the impression of an apparition of light flying toward 
him across the yard. With a rush, she was in his arms, and 
holding him to her as though to lose her skeleton form 
within his body, face pressed hard against his cheek. 
When she found her voice, she cried, "come inside, 
Warren, come on inside! Oh, I•m ~glad you've come. I'm 
!£ happy!" She wiped her eyes. "I'm sorry, Warren, to 
cry. My nerves aren't too steady." 
The smile that lit her white face gave it an other-
worldly look. Warren thought that her eyes looked larger 
and more beautiful than ever, and her hair more luxuriantly 
black, but that it was pitiful to see her so thin. 
"You must be very tired and hot, Warren. Come in and 
sit down while the boy gets you a drink. Then he can show 
you your room across the yard over there in that cottage." 
Once indoors, Julia stretched out on a couch in a liv-
ing room where she had evidently been lying, and made room 
for Warren to sit beside her. "The doctor keeps telling me 
to rest, rest, rest. He insists it's the main thing I have 
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to do, and it just about kills me to keep still for hours 
on end. It's so hard to accomplish anything this way. It 
goes against my grain to keep so quiet." 
That reminded Warren of how he had felt when he was 
restrained in bed because of his back. 
"What does the doctor say about your condition?" Warren 
reached for her hand. 
"That I show improvement. I was in the hospital 
" • • • • 
"You wereltt 
"Yes; got home a week ago. I'm trying to build up 
strength so I can go back with you soon. Maybe the doc-
tor will let me in a couple of weeks if I'm careful to obey 
ordars, and get lots of sleep, and rest. I won't mind it 
now that you 1 re here with nte , tho ugh 111 
Looking into each other's eyes, and finding that each 
was the same person, essentially unchanged, they moved to-
gether to show rather than speak their joy. The fragrance 
of Julia's neck roused Warren, so that he bestirred him-
self to move to a chair beside the couch. 
11You know, Warren ••• ," she hesitated. 
"What?" 
"You may not still want to marry me." She spoke as if 
the words hurt. 
"Why do you say that?" 
"This siclmess turned out to be amoebic dysentery, and 
that's treacherous. First you improve, then just when you 
think you're getting better, it gets worse again." Her face 
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twisted as she struggled to keep from crying. "Don't mind 
these tears, Warren; they're just part of the weakness of 
being sick." 
He sat down on the floor beside her, and began to 
stroke her thin, white arm. "We're already married to my 
way of thinking, Julia. I wouldn't think of not going 
through the ceremony and having every lawful right to look 
after you." 
~en we were down by the oxbow of the river--it was 
real, then?" she half-whispered. 
"Nothin' more real." 
The boy, who had taken his time, was back with water 
for Warren, and then he escorted him to his room where he 
could wash and change clothing. That done, and somewhat 
refreshed from the sultry weather, he returned to Julia. 
"Is it always so infernal hot here?" 
"No, but it is ghastly right now just before the mon-
soons." 
Then their talk reverted to marriage. 
"Would you like Rama to be the minister?'' Julia asked. 
"Yes, of course, if he can come." 
"I already did speak to him. He was here to give the 
commencement address at the school. He'll come back when 
we want him. Isn't he a fine person, though? It took me 
a while to get to know him on the boat coming back here. 
Warren picked up her left hand. "About a ring ••• I 
forgot to bring one. Tell me what kind you'd like, and I'll 
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get it." 
"Let's have ours made to orderl" She thought a minute. 
"Remember the wide gold band, the friendship ring that Aunt 
gave Fannie? It had a grape leaf pattern running around it. 
I liked that." 
"I've got itl" Warren had an inspiration. "A black-
berry vine is as pretty as anything growin 1 • We could have 
berries, blossoms, briars, and all engraved or embossed all 
the way around the rings. Would you like tha. t?" 
"Wonderfull A symbol of life in total? I 1d love that." 
Warren bent to kiss the hand that would wear it. 
"I don't know what I 111 do for a wedding dress •••• " 
"You looked nice that Sunday you came walkin' up to 
church with Fannie all in white and lookin' like a field 
daisy." 
"I still have the same voile shirtwaist and skirt--
old, or not, I 1 11 wear them for sentiment." She lowered her 
eyes, and then looked out at him with them half-raised. 
"Were you shy, though, on that same Sunday that you just 
mentioned. You wanted to speak to me, but you couldn't 
get a word out of your mouth. Ha-hal" 
"All right," Warren blushed, "but what's funny about 
it?" 
"Well, it just happens that I was intrigued enough to 
get whoever-it-was (John 'somebody') to drive us up to your 
place that Sunday afternoon to see the new baby. Fannie 
had remarked that you were retiring as far as women were 
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concerned, and I wanted to see more of that for myself." 
"Is that so?" Warren grinned. "But you didn't set 
the whole thing going. I was the one who asked Mr. Peters 
to get you up there again to talk." 
"Huh! I didn't know that." She thought a minute, then 
asked, "Where were you hiding out that afternoon when we 
came up there?" 
"Wa'n't hidin' no place. I was right where I took you 
when you came back in the fall, up by the upper pasture. 
Remember you left me mad, and walked off down the hill past 
the neighbor's place without ever so much as turnin' to wave?" 
Enough time had gone by so that they were able to laugh 
at the memory. 
11 I should have been spanked," admitted Julia. "I did 
come back and show you I was sorry the next day, though, 
Warren." 
"Yes." Warren recalled some of her talk about her work 
and her interests, and how she had been tempted to accept 
Rama's offer to go to his university. He wondered whether 
she still had any lurking ambitions regarding a career. 
"You've retired for good .and all, haven't you?n he 
wanted to make sure. 
"You do look so concerned!" she laughed. "Yes, I've 
resigned ••• retired •••• Done for, in this kind of work. 
It takes a vigor which I won't get back for a long time. 
But speaking of energy, Fannie Bushnell back at your church 




It took two weeks to complete preparations for the 
wedding that Julia and Warren tried to keep simple, though 
the nearer the day came, the more people heard about it and 
were enthusiastic about attending. It seemed that a wedding 
over there was a big event, and not a quiet one. There would 
have been even more excitement, except that with the school 
year over, there were only a few teachers and students on 
hand. 
When the wedding day arrived, Warren went out into the 
city to find a bouquet of white roses to give his bride. 
However, when he found the flower section of the market, he 
was soon persuaded by a vendor that there was nothing so 
lovely or appropriate to give a bride as sweet-smelling, 
white jasmine. 
That afternoon, carefully groomed, and ready, before 
leaving the cottage, he went to his bedroom, shut the door, 
and knelt to pray. Then, with the wedding rings tucked 
away in his pocket, his bouquet of white jasmine in hand, 
he crossed the lawn as though walking on some very high acre 
of time. His feet touched the earth with a reverence that 
was still about him as he entered the cottage where guests 
were waiting. Among them was Ramal To see him was like 
meeting an old friend from Upton, one who was like a minis-
tering angel come to look after them, and one who (it 
turned out) was willing to stay over for a few days with 
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them. 
Warren was introduced to a few of the assembled com-
pany of teachers, students, neighbors, and Julia's minister 
and his wife. The latter was a quiet person, seemingly 
unaffected by the ti tilation of the other women present. 
"Edgy as if I was goin 1 to marry them all," was Warren's 
inner comment. 
However, when Julia came in, frail and lovely, to re-
ceive Warren's bouquet of jasmine and stand with him before 
Rama, the group was stilled, gathered into one, and they 
all did take part in the ceremony. 
It was sundown when, guests having departed, Warren 
and Julia went out into the yard at the rear of the cottage. 
A flaring red sunset was trumpeting their union throughout 
the western sky before it quieted into tones of rose, pur-
ple, turquoise, and gold. With their arms about each other, 
they listened to a vast New World Symphony which faded into 
the brooding twilight. 
Although she had improved, her doctor yet postponed 
approval of Julia's taking the long voyage home. He gave 
his opinion, and then stuck to it, impervious to her per-
suasions and to Warren's desire to get underway. 
"She's not ready for any long trip," he said. 
One day while he was waiting for a more encouraging 
report, Warren got Rama to go with him to visit one of the 
villages outside the city. 
"If I go back home without as much as visiting a farm 
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in this country, I'll hear from it by the neighbors," he 
explained his desire to go in spite of the terribly hot 
weather. 
"We'd have to go five or six miles out," protested 
Rama, "and there's not much growing right now at this time 
of year with everything so dried up, and nobody 1s doing 
any harvesting now, either." 
They went, in any case, riding most of the way in a 
cart drawn by water buffalo, and found a farming village. 
And Warren learned enough from the trip so that he could 
at least have something to say on agriculture around Madras 
when he got back home. He was much interested in the 
mango, banana, and cashew trees, and was struck with the 
dramatic look of cocoanut palms against the hot sky where 
clouds hung without movement. They found huts in a clus-
tered community from which people .walked some five miles 
out to their holdings of an acre or two. They didn't raise 
crops to sell any more than Warren did on his farm. The 
people were kindly, but wondered that he and Rama didn't 
know any more than to come out there in all that heat. 
When Warren got back to the cottage, he found Julia 
starting to pack. 
"We·tre on our way, Warren," she stopped to give him 
an impulsive hug. "There's a boat going at the end of this 
week, and we'll be on itl The doctor called while you were 
gone, and it's all right l n 
"'All right'? You mean he said you were well enough to 
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make the trip?" 
"Isn't it wonderful! We should rush and reserve pas-
sage." She smiled at him brightly, but unconvincingly. 
"Julia!" Warren took her by the shoulders. 
Beautiful, large hazel eyes looked up at him. She 
swallowed. "He ••• said ••• it ••• would ••• be ••• ,"she 
faltered under his gaze, drew a breath, and plunged ahead. 
"I wanted to go home, and he said it would be all 
right when I was better. And I am. I felt better this 
morning than I have for ages, so when he questioned me, 
I could truthfully say there was less of every bad symptom, 
and more of every good one!" 
They were not on the ship that left that week, but 
two weeks later, they were on their way, with the sadness 
of farewell to Rama and other friends relieved by the joy 
of being homeward bound together at last. 
The ship on which they sailed was going somewhat the 
same way that Warren had come, with a stop at Naples before 
going from there to Boston, and then north. Their cabin was 
small and situated much too close to the engines for com-
fort. Since Julia was confined to it a good deal of the 
time, the voyage turned out to be anything but restful for 
her, and tending to her needs presented some difficulties 
for Warren. Special foods that she re~uired were not always 
easy to obtain, even though they sounded simpJe : soft foods, 
boiled milk, soups. Troubles about diet, the persistent 
chug-chugging and jarring of the engines, some seasickness, 
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together with their being yet new at living together all 
added toward misery. 
Julia's nerves began snapping under the strain, and 
Warren resorted to silence. Then one day in seeking a way 
to break the tension, he found an inspiration. 
"Listen!" He stopped to recall instructions, then be-
gan, "First you draw a deep long breath, and then you go 
like this •••• Yo-del-ay-hi-i; Oh-del-e-oh-la-hi; Oh-del-
la-hi-oh; Hi-o-del-ay-hi-i-i-il 11 
Julia was delighted, and forgot her troubles for a 
time in imitating Warren. 
Warren wasn't surprised that Julia's nerves were near 
some breaking point, but he did fear that it might take 
only one more straw of discomfort for her mind to be af-
fected. So he tried one thing and another to ease her 
weariness, irritability, and pain. Sometimes, when his 
own disposition was worn, he went out to stride the deck 
alone, and give each a respite from the other's company. 
But regardless of his efforts, her moods pitched more and 
more sharply from one extreme to another. Afraid for her 
sanity, Warren called the ship's doctor. He turned out to 
be a hunchback of a kindly nature and quiet confidence that 
was reassuring. The drugs he left for Julia kept her 
drowsy or sleeping much of the time, and he found one or 
two items that could be added to her diet, so that she was 
more comfortable. 
"Funny thing," mused Warren to Julia one day, "that I 
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should leave my small corner of the earth, travel half way 
round the world and back, with only a glimpse of one or two 
cities besides all kinds of sky and water before I 1 m home 
again. Will I feel let loose back on my own hundred acresl 
Remember you used to think it might be confinin• up there?" 
"Well, I don't think so now. It will be wonderfully 
spacious after this tiny cabin. I can see the view now 
from the top of your hill looking off to where the clouds 
rest on the mountainal" 
Her wasted hand rested in his. ttyou know, I may have 
stressed the optimistic side a little too much in telling 
the doctor in Madras how I was in the last visit. But I 
am feeling better again." 
Warren merely nodded. 
Julia's condition remained improved for the rest of the 
voyage, so she was able to go up on deck. By the time they 
were entering Boston Harbor, she announced with considerable 
bravado, "I feel well enough now so I would almost rather 
embark than landl n 
Warren held his tongue. 
The boat was slow coming in through the islands of the 
Harbor that Sunday morning. When it did dock, there was 
only a handful of people waiting for it at the ~nding which 
was at the side of a huge warehouse. Once at anchor, there 
followed a very long wait of two hours and a half, from 
eleven o 1 clock until one-thirty, while the ship was very 
thoroughly examined by custom officials. The Union Jack 
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fluttered in the sun overhead along with other ship's flags; 
gulls swooped around, coasted, or rode little, bouncing waves 
nonchalantly; pigeons perched on the warehouse roof or 
promenaded the dock; and the waiting people stood on first 
one tired foot and then the other, or leaned against a door-
way or a pier while they studied the skyline of Boston. Those 
on board, who were not undergoing medical examination, in 
turn, studied them. The interlude of waiting was so pro-
longed that their impatience eventually waned into stupe-
faction out of which they roused when any fresh movement on 
board brought everyone to life again. 
Warren, contrary to his outward composure, was in a 
dither as to whether Julia would be barred from entering 
the country as a carrier of dysentery. Of course, Dr. White 
had said he thought there would be no difficulty, and Rama 
had thought the same, and the American Consulate in Madras 
thought so, too. But all their thoughts aside, the actual 
decision lay right then with the medical men at Boston. So 
Warren prayed, and prayed hard. Julia was not especially 
worried, but when Warren heard that she had passed inspec-
tion, he shouted Thank God! in his heart, while he hurried 
to help her off the boat before the fateful decision could 
be reversed. 
By the time Warren and Julia reached the North Station, 
Julia was so tired that she fainted in the waiting room. 
A woman at the Traveler's Aid desk came to help, and showed 
Warren where he could carry his wife to a couch in an ad-
joining room. When she revived, he went out, found some 
food, and brought it back to her. 
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Between the nourishment 
and taking one of her drugs, she relaxed enough to sleep 
until train time. Just before they left, Warren telephoned 
home. 
"Papa!" 
ttyes, it's me." He smiled at Polly's enthusiasm, happy 
to have it match his own. "We'll be on the midnight train," 
he told her. 
They were on the last stretch home, the last stretch 
to home, home, home. And he was bringing there the woman 
he had chosen and gone after, a wife to share his home dur-
ing the last portion of his years on this earth. That much 
he had, and the privilege of looking after her himself. 
Julia became restless, and he reached to settle her 
head on his shoulder, and tried to lull her back to sleep. 
However, she was uneasy, and kept twisting, so he turned 
over the seat in front of them to form a small berth on 
which she could curl up with the steamer rug over her and 
Warren's coat rolled up for a pillow. 
Homel Going home to his own place where his whole 
family could live and look after each other for generations 
the same as his family had done in the past. That's what 
made the place dear, and why he had cleaved to his hundred 
acres all these years~-his feeling for family and his rever-
ence for God which were close to the same thing for him. 
That's what gave sweetness to his fields. And the woodsl 
He would be so glad to get out into the woods againl Other 
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men could live on the sea if they chose. 
Eventually, Julia stirred, woke, and moved back beside 
him. She was thirsty. After he got her a drink of water, 
she felt like talking. 
"You were telling me Fannie's been preaching." 
"That's right." 
"How does she do?" 
"Does all right." Warren just stopped himself from 
adding "for a woman in the pulpit!" 
"Tell me, what do you think keeps the church at Upton 
going despite the odds that are against it? No two members 
seemed alike to me. What holds them together?" 
"Never gave it much thought. Course, we do have a thing 
in common--each insistin' on bein' himself, and gettin' the 
approval of all for doin' so. There's other reasons, too. 
We think we come nearer to the meanin' of what Jesus said 
and did than most, so we're helpin' to bring in the Kingdom 
by bein' ourselves while sojournin' in this world." 
"Self righteous?" She raised an eyebrow. 
"No," he corrected her. "We just aim to be ourselves 
the same way a seed holds to what God put in it. But to 
come back to what you were askin', Itd say one reason we 
hold together is that we're used to havin' our backs to the 
wall and havin' to fight in common. Take the way we live 
with nature year round--take that mountain fire we had. If 
we hadn't all pitched in together, •••• 
"Again, we get some strength in bein' conservative. 
We wait a good while to size up how much of any new way of 
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doin' we want to take on before makin' a move. As a matter 
of fact, we've compromised considerable already. Time was, 
we took the wheat we raised to the grist mill, now we buy 
flour in a barrel at the store. And the womenfolk used to 
spin and weave from the wool or flax we raised, now they 
buy cloth by the yard at the counter. I don't call it all 
to the good--the cloth that's sold don't last no time. We 
still have bedspreads, sheets, and blankets that my grand-
mother wove. Sleep better in them for knowing she made 
them. Mowin' machine's another new thing; used to cut all 
the hay and grass by scythe when I was a boy. Much prettier 
sound to listen to. We worked awful hard then? Work hard 
now; and the pace is gettin' to be a nervous one." 
Warren was carrying on quite a long speech for him, 
and did not notice that Julia was drowsing again. 
"Just to show how the town's minded, it decided a 
while back to stay a farmin' community, and not try to be-
come a mountain resort for the rich. So then the neigh-
bors worried about how far Polly should go takin' in boara-
ers. Of course, the people she wanted weren't rich, any-
way, so you may say there was no sense to it. But they 
were college teachers, and the like, and along with all 
else they be, the town's apt to be suspicious of too much 
learnin'. Grammar school's considered sound and good. When 
I went through the eighth grade, that was thought co~ndable, 
but when Polly finished up normal school, it took the town 
a while to stop lookin' on her as somethin' of an outsider." 
" 
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He suddenly remembered that this wife beside him was 
a well educated woman, and wondering whether he had hurt 
her feelings, was relieved to find her fast asleep. She 
was slow to rouse when the train approached Centerville. 
Warren, himself, was exhausted. His eyes smarted, his 
legs ached, and he was thankful to be at the last stage of 
the journey. As they stepped out of the stuffy coach into 
the cool, country midnight, they found Polly waiting with 
Prince and the wagon, with a lantern hung in the rear for 
light. 
"We're plumb tired out, Polly," said her father. 
"I supposed you would be." 
"I'll have to wait until tomorrow to learn what the 
news is, we're too worn out now to talk." 
The soft, familiar clopping of the horse's hooves was 
soothing to Warren's weary nerves, and something else ••• ? 
Oh, yes, the stillness of the countryside. This was the 
first time his ears had gone unassailed since he had left 
home. What a wonderful silence! 
Julia shivered in the chill of the late August night, 
and he tucked a carriage robe around her. 
Uptonl There stood the church, the same as the day 
Warren left, holding its stand in the moonlight. As they 
went by one farm and another, it was next to meeting the 
neighbors who lived there. But it did seem strange that 
Auntie would not be waiting at her old home to welcome him 
back from so long a trip. 
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They left Polly off, and went on past the Fosters. 
(Warren supposed Emma and Hughie were still carrying on 
their feud as to whether Hughie would have to take a bath 
if he was to sleep with her.) Then Prince scrambled up 
the steep ascent to home. Warren hitched him, and carried 
Julia into the house through the kitchen where there was 
a quiet fire going and a steaming kettle to welcome them. 
In his downstairs bedroom the bed had been freshly made and 
turned down. 
"Now you can rest yourself, Julia. No need for you to 
git up until you feel like it. There's everythin' here 
handy for you. You're safe home now. Not a thing to worry 
about." 
Warren helped her into a night gown, pulled the cloth-
ing around her, drew a deep breath of relief that they 
were really home, and said, "I'll go boil up some cereal 
for you." 
"You're very good to me, Warren." 
With Julia cared for for the night, Warren went out to 
put the horse in its stall. Tired as he was, and having 
been away from the place for over four months, his feet still 
found their own way in the dim light. It did seem good, good, 
good to be home on his farm and moving around his own barn 
again. It surely looked as though Hughie had tended to the 
stock all right in his absence. They were quiet and drowsey. 
Prince laid his head over Warren's shoulder saying that he 
was glad to have him back. From the floor to the high rafters, 
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the whole place spoke peace. "Thank Godl" breathed Warren. 
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CHAPTER 16 
Outside again, the very stars were those of home; the 
smells of the earth in the early autumn night air were all 
familiar to Warren from his childhood. He could have told 
what season of the year it was by the smells alone. When 
he came back into the kitchen, the yellow cat got up from 
his place by the stove, stretched, and came to meet him 
with a smile if ever a creature wore onel 
"Wal?" grinned Warren. 
For answer the cat arched his back, and rubbed against 
Warren's leg, purring loudly. 
"Do you remember, kitty, I once consulted you about 
what to do with a certain female. She's your new mistress 
now. Say, looks as if you'd been out fightin' again by 
these new torn places on your ears.tt 
That night Warren fell asleep as though given a blow 
on the head, snored right through the alarm clock's thun-
dering, and did not wake up until the late hour of eight 
o'clock. Then he stumbled out with eyes half closed, dashed 
cold water from the pump on his face, and set about the 
chores. In the daylight he found the barn in order with 
the tools about the way he always kept them. There were 
more cobwebs than usual and some very fancy, big spider 
webs. The wasps had built them2elves a huge, grey nest that 
hung between the outside wall of the barn and the roof. Tak-
ing its time running between the barn and the orchard was a 
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good-sized rat. Oh, yes, there was another working on a 
fallen apple. He'd have to start war on the pests. 
It was only when Warren went back into the bedroom by 
daylight that he saw that the old paper with yellow roses 
that he and Abby had chosen was gone. In ita place there 
was some with clusters of heliotrope on a cream background. 
Polly must have been up there papering. ~uite a chore 
along with all else she had to do. Even if Hughie, or 
Jobnn~e Peters, had helped her, she would still have had 
to get the paper and supervise the job. There were other 
changes about the house, too. Fresh oilcloth was on the 
kitchen table; the tin teakettle on the blackened stove had 
been scoured; the lamp chimneys shone; the iron sink must 
have been kept greased while he was gone for there was no 
rust on it. This was Polly's welcome to her new stepmother--
one she hardly knew, yet she had gone out of her way ,to 
make a clean, fresh house for her to come into. 
When Warren went over to see Polly that morning, the 
children burst upon him in joy, then became suddenly shy as 
they reali~ed that they had not seen him for a long time. 
They retreated into a game on the kitchen floor, while their 
grandfather and mother sat down to mid-morning coffee. 
"I haven't tasted food like this since I left home!" 
Warren was enjoying a doughnut as he listened to Polly who 
was brimfull of news at the same time that she wanted to 
hear all about where her father had been. 
"Debby starts school next week! Can you believe it? 
(Try some of this cheese I made.) I'm sewing her some new 
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dresses I 111 show you later. You look just the same as ever, 
Pa, as if you'd never been away at alll Guess you're thin-
ner, though where you found anything to lose, I don't knowl 
It does seem good to have you homel Tell me about India. 
What does the ocean look like?" 
nwal 1 , in a storm, it looks like a series of mountain 
peaks. Other times, looks a lot like the sky. So Debby's 
startin' school! Suppose she has to grow up, but it does 
seem awful soon for her to begin goin 1 to the same school-
house I did as a boy." 
11More coffee? Your wife, Papa, ••• Julia •••• How's 
she feeling? She seemed tired to death last night." 
"She is. I phoned the doctor before I came down here 
this morning. That sicknews of hers is nothin 1 I want to 
try to handle alone, little as I take to doctors. Rest's 
one of the main things. She should be able to get plenty 
of that now if she'll stay put for a while." Warren stretched 
his long, lean legs. "How 1d you make out around here?" 
Just then, Debby and Bob wanted to show their grand-
father some toys, and Danny, the baby, began to parade up 
and down the kitchen while he jabbered triumphantly, and 
showed off how well he could walk. 
And here he'd been, Warren chided himself, thinking 
he should have had more children of his own. Would have 
been nice, of course, but these grandchildren were wonderful! 
And no child, boy or girl, could have been better than Pauline. 
He had these as well as Julia. Life had been hard to him, 
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yes, but it had also been very kind. With the thought, he 
relaxed, and sat looser in his chair than he had for many 
months. 
"How have things gone?" Polly went back to his ques-
tion. "Pretty well, Papa, cons iderin 1 ." 
She had had eight guests so far in this first year of 
taking in boarders. Fortunately, they had come in different 
months beginning with last winter, so the work had been 
spread out somewhat. Between them, and the two farms, and 
the children, occasional substitute teaching, and church 
work ••• 1 A.s the business grew, she'd need more help, she 
said. 
"Are you goin' to call the place an inn?" asked Warren. 
"I don't think so, Papa. I like calling it 1 the old 
Lewis place' same's it's been known for years; sounds more 
natural. And I may never put a sign out front." 
11Wal•," commented Warren, "it would be a good thing if 
a little money could come into this town. The church could 
stand some, goodness knows. How things goin' down there?" 
Polly stopped to straighten out a squabble the children 
were having. 
"Church? Everything's going at a great rate down there, 
money or no money, minister or no minister. I've got the 
organ and a small choir. Sometimes we sound pretty good. 
And •••• Oh, I should have told you, Fannie's a deaconess 




"Yes. She is." 
"Wal', that is something new1 How'd that happen?" 
Warren crossed his legs, and tipped back in his chair. 
"They needed someone with you gone, and she was the 
logical person. She still does most of the preaching. 
Now, if the town would just see the light and get behind 
me and push my business, it would be better off, as you 
were just saying, and we could offer a high enough salary 
to get a regular minister. Oh, Pa, wait till I tell you 
about this last Old Home Sunday ••• 1" 
From there the conversation drifted until Warren 
thought he should get back to the other house. There he 
found that Julia had been up and then gone back to bed 
again. On picking up her hand, he noticed that it lay 
white and damp in his own. Just as well, he thought, 
that he had called Dr. White. 
"I talked to Fannie on the telephone while I was up," 
announced Julia. 
"Did?" 
nyes, and I'm to have a turn at preaching soon as I'm 
able, which should be any time now, I think, don't you?" 
"Expect you shouihd pick up here where it's quiet and 
you can rest." Warren's answer was cautious. He was in no 
hurry to have Julia as his wife back up in that pulpit, and 
quite possibly taking away the majority of the sermons from 
Fannie, which might rouse her ire, and provoke strife. Not 
an attractive prospect, to his lights. Anyway, right now 
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what Julia needed was to rest and not go beyond her strength. 
"But I might get bored here alone," she responded, 
"and that makes me uneasy. And the •quiet' is too quiet. 
Sometimes there's complete silence such as I never knew 
before. It makes me feel lonesome and almost timid. That's 
why I got up and called Fannie. She's coming up here this 
afternoon around three to keep me company for a while. Be-
fore then, I'm going to get up and get dressed. You'll have 
to help me, though." 
Warren shook his head, perplexed at what to do with 
his wife. ~y not visit with Fannie right where you are, 
in bed? She won't look for you to get up out of it on her 
account." 
Julia's hazel eyes were cloudy, and he could see the 
pulse beating fast in her white temple. It was no time to 
argue with her. Instead, he brought her a fresh drink of 
water, and then set about preparing a noon meal which he 
served in her room. After that, at her request, he unpacked 
their suitcases and trunk, hung up and put away things. Then 
he encouraged her to take a nap before either Fannie or the 
doctor might arrive. He lowered the shades to help her fall 
asleep, kissed her, and went outside to look over the farm 
and see what needed to be done first. 
When Warren came in from the field at five, Fannie had 
come and gone, and Julia was struggling to get out of her 
clothing. Once in her nightgown again, she lay back in bed 
with a sigh. 
"I'm cold, Warren," she appealed to him. 
What should he do? Rebuke a sick woman? Instead, 
he simply opened a quilt, and spread it over her. 
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She reached up a hand to him. "Warren, do you sup-
pose it will turn out that I'm the next minister in the 
church here at Upton?" Her voice was tired. "Fannie seems 
to favor it, I'd say, from her attitude." 
Attitude? That didn't sound like any attitude of 
Fannie's with which he was familiar. 
"Hm.," was as far as he would connnit himself. 
Warren got busy with work around the house while he 
waited impatiently for Dr. White to arrive. When he did 
come, he only repeated the very same things that had been 
said before: rest, semi-liquid diet, drugs, and still more 
rest were what was needed. That was the treatment, and the 
outcome of the disease was as yet unpredictable. 
"Stay in bed where you are for the present. I'll be 
back in two or three days." With a brief nod, the doctor 
was out the door, and on his way toward the next call. 
That evening Warren stood talking to Tom Little out-
side of his house in the moonlight. He had gone over there 
to say "hello" to his old friend and fellow deacon and to 
urge that the church hurry up and settle on some minister--
any good, decent, God-fearing man, on the liberal side, who 
was not condescending in his ways. Any honest, humble, in-
telligent man like that would do, regardless of age, national 
origin, number of children, whether he was married or sing~. 
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"What do you think we've been tryin' to find," Tom 
shouted in one of the few times Warren had ever seen him 
exasperated. "What do you think we've been doing all the 
time since Peters first give his announcement that he in-
tended to leave?" Tom dug his thumbs into his overall 
straps with none of the debonair manner he usually wore. 
"I think we've been layin' back in the traces, and 
lettin' Fannie carry the brunt of the work as long as she 
would," said Warren. 
Tom lifted his cap to scratch his head while he thought 
a minute. Then an idea occurred that appeared to content 
him, for he smiled, and relaxed before he brought it forth. 
"Say, Warren, old boy, your wife's been a missionary, and 
I understand she's been through theological school. She 
can preach as well as any man, better than most •••• Don't 
I recall we talked once before at committee meeting about 
whether she might make a minister here?" 
"Tom, will you quit fooling!" 
As their voices rose, Tom's wife came to the door of 
the house, and then she went back in, and the two continued 
their conversation more quietly. 
"We don't want no regular woman minister," stated Warren. 
11Wal', Warren, if you want facts, few men would consi-
der coming here at the salary we can afford. The chances of 
getting any to come and devote himself to us just for Jesus' 
sake because there's a need here seem slim to me, so I 
wasn't so much joking as it may have sounded to you when I 
talked about your wife as a possible minieter--when she's 
well, of course." 
As Warren thought on the question, a honking flock of 
wild geese passed overhead. 
nit's true, Tom, we don't offer a man any chance to 
soar in his profession here." 
"Wal 1 , what do you propose?" Tom pressed him. 
At that, Warren came out with what was for him a very 
radical suggestion. 
"Raise the salary, even though we can't afford to. Tell 
the candidate plain we're goin 1 beyond our means, and see if 
he wants to trust the Lord and us to make it up." 
"All right, then. What would you say to goin' up to 
twelve hundred a year along with the use of the parsonage 
and the land?" 
"Awful high for us. But I'd say to try it," said Warren. 
"I think the church will go along with that," was Tom's 
opinion. "I think we'll find more candidates 'available'." 
He smiled sryly. 
Tom was right it proved, and there followed no diffi-
culty in keeping the pulpit occupied from Sunday to Sunday 
with fresh candidates. Twelve hundred dollars with parson-
age for a rural pastorate was very good. It would allow a 
minister to really support himself and his family, and even 
provide some education beyond high school for one or two 
children. (That is, he could if he didn't try at the same 
time to put aside anything against his own or his wife's 
old age, or the day when sickness might strike.} 
According to the church at Upton, it was a fabulous 
salary to offer. But once having done so, the congregation 
further developed its fine taste in clergymen. Its members 
were not going to break their backs, that were already bent 
from hard work, to raise all that money for any man who did 
not suit them all perfectly. Aunt Hannah had once stated 
the situation to Warren with: "What they waitin' for, Jesus 
himself, or a man like Peters? 't'ain't likely they'll find 
ei therl" 
Meanwhile, at the Ames farm there was a rumpus every 
Sunday morning as Julia announced herself fit to at least 
attend church, and Warren insisted that she stay at home 
resting in bed as prescribed by the doctor. Frequently, to 
end the discussion, Warren stayed home himself. 
Of the neighbors who came to call on Julia, it was 
Fannie who took the mile-and-a-half walk over from her house, 
and climbed Ames hill two or even three afternoons a week. 
She always brought some small gift with her--a special jelly, 
an extra fine custard, some dried Irish moss for a milk pud-
ding, a book from the library, a magazine or newspaper clip-
ping. She came, paid her call, and went her way inthe steady, 
quiet manner that had become more and more hers since her 
stay in the Centerville hospital. As other callers dropped 
away because of pressing duties elsewhere, Warren and Julia 
both came to depend on Fannie's visits. On the afternoons 
when she was there, Warren did not have to stop work to go 
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into the house, knowing that Fannie would look after Julia 
while she kept her company. Grateful for what she did, he 
was glad enough to wave to her as she came and went. It 
occurred to him that when it came down to fundamentals he 
and Fannie wet•e 'nt very different after all; in fact, they 
were alike enough to pass for cousins, say. 
On an afternoon when Julia was alone, the time hung 
heavy; she was bored and felt left out of things. Fretting 
under the restraint of being confined to the bedroom, she 
got up to stand at the window and look out. There was the 
spacious view that she had loved of Moody River valley with 
the range of mountains to the nontheast of which Wild Rose 
formed the peak. And there was Warren working in the field--
that tall, thin man in blue overalls was her husband. She 
was not yet entirely used to thinking of herself as married, 
and she observed that his figure against the earth and sky 
was not that of the dark, handsome gentleman-and-scholar who 
had won her heart and then broken it when she was young. 
No, the man she had married was very different ••• a dirt 
farmer with only eight grades of schooling; one who held to 
plain ways as if they were part of his religion. And set! 
There was no budging him at times. But he would never let 
her down, that was sure. 
A rush of affection filled her heart. He was so kind 
and gentle with her, and such a dear person. He held so 
steady while her temperament went every which way in moods 
that were hard for herself to bear, to say nothing of him. 
n 
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But already her surge of gratitude and love was giving 
way to a sense of loneliness. Within it, she heard a for-
lorn little breeze rustling the dry ferns beneath her win-
dow. At the same tirr~, fragrance arose from a last red 
rose blooming on its bush. Before long, the days would be 
too cold for her to stand before an open window like this. 
Then would come snow, and Fannie would probably not come 
to see her so often, nor Polly, nor the nearest neighbor, 
Emma. (What a tongue that woman hadJ) No, she would be 
mostly alone on this hilltop with Warren. 
Again, she watched him with detached observation. 
Would she call him outstanding in any one thing in parti-
cular? Why, yesl (She rallied to her own question.) He 
kept a beautiful farm that was a joy to look at, and on it 
he raised the most perfect produce she had ever seen or 
tasted--and all with the concern of an artist. And? Why, 
he was exceptional in keeping a discreet tongue--surely no 
mean accomplishment for any man. 
A. wave of faintness came over her, and she leaned her 
forehead against the windowpane. Fear and a sensation of 
falling followed, then a dread of being solitary. In her 
heart she turned penitent in an attempt to break through 
the barriers of a self cut off. 
"Oh, Lord, I know what I have to do is to learn to love 
Thee with my whole heart--that's the answer to my contrary 
drives and moods. I can't blame them all onto this sickness, 
though it may aggravate them. Perhaps Warren can help me to 
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do what I need to, even though I'm the missionary, and he the 
farmer. Lord, stay with usl 11 
The sinking feeling had passed, and she breathed a sigh 
of relief. Maybe if she could learn to truly forgive old 
injuries, she'd stay on a more even keel. And if Warren 
would just continue to be his own patient self •••• 
Just then, Warren straightened up from his work, and 
smiled at her as if he had heard the thought, then settled 
back to what he was doing. It had taken him much longer than 
he had expected it would to get back into the swing of farm-
ing again after months away. He had wanted to pitch in, 
drive himself from dawn to dusk as in the old days, but he 
found he could not do that, and be a nurse to Julia at the 
same time. And taking care of her was not work that couhl 
be hurried. There was no sense in preparing special food 
that she could digest, and then making her so nervous with 
haste that she would lose the good of it. Also, though he 
had known it before, he learned again that being on day and 
night duty was very grueling in itself, and he was simply 
too tired to work at a hard, steady speed out of doors. Lazi-
ness was what he chose to call it, pure laziness. If not 
that, then why was he reluctant to begin the fall plowing now 
that Julia was definitely showing improvement and the first, 
most urgent tasks done around the farm. Once the plowing 
was over, he would have to clean out under the barn, and 
spread the manure. Abhorrent job, yet there was some satis-
faction in turning back to the soil life that had been borrowed 
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to grow crops to sustain his animals. If only he could get 
his steam up again •••• 
He reached to rub his left shoulder. Must have pulled 
a muscle there. Probably got soft from not being used for 
so long. But rubbing did not ease the steady, nagging ache. 
Maybe he'd better quit work for a while, go up to the house, 
and take a rest before doing the evening chores. Tomorrow 
morning he would hitch Ned to the plow. What he needed now 
was a nap. 
Yet, when he found Julia in a lonesome, sad mood, he 
changed his plan, thinking it would be no help to her to 
have him come in from hours of outside work to lie down, 
snore for a while, and go on back out again. So instead, 
he built up a fire, made her a cup of tea, and got her to 
come out into the kitchen while he started the potatoes for 
supper. That done, he went on about one task after another 
until bed time. During the night, he slept with one ear 
open, and was up once or twice with her. 
The next morning he went at the plowing, straddling the 
furrows, holding the single-bladed plow steady as it drove 
through the earth which turned up dark and shining with many 
colors in the light. 
"Not too deep," he cautioned himself, tipping the tool 
so as not to raise gravel. 
The labor took team work by both man and horse. Ned had 
some memory of having pulled a plow before, and acted as 
though he was interested in what they were doing. 
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It had turned out to be a warm Indian summer's day, and 
guiding horse and plow under the sun; was hot, heavy work. 
Every now and then, Warren stopped to let Ned stand, and to 
catch his own breath. Once he hitched him to a sapling, and 
lay down under a big pine tree beside the stone wall running 
along the road. He didn't suppose he had any right to be 
so tired, nor to stay there so long, but the ground felt good 
under his back, and the tree, warmed by the sun, gave off a 
pleasant fragrance. He could go to sleep right there for a 
week if his shoulder weren't kicking up again. He really 
must have twisted some muscle. Why not drift off for a lit-
tle snooze? But he knew if he let himself do that, he'd 
never finish that plowing. 
"Get up on your feet, Warren," he ordered, and began to 
hum the old hymn, "Work, for the night is coming; work through 
the morning hours." 
At noontime, he stopped to prepare the dinner and eat 
with Julia. Once she was settled again, and the dishes 
stacked, he took no time for the mid-day nap, but went back 
at the plowing. It was the middle of the afternoon when he 
stopped for rest. He was tired, too tired for any earthly 
use. He had just about enough strength to be thankful for 
the chance to lie down again under the peaceful pine tree. 
A soft, brown needle fell on his face, and he brushed it off. 
Beside him a goldenrod nodded a heavy head, and the afternoon 
light turned the fine, tawny grass all rosey. Beyond the pine 
branches, the maples against the blue sky looked alive, alive 
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and knowing. There they blazed along the roadside with a 
thousand tongues of fire in their leaves. Tongues of fire 
••• the tongue •••• "Behold, how small a fire--how great a 
forest it kindles." What a forest had been started with 
Julia's eloquent tongue when he first heard her talking. 
That brilliant tree he'd seen here and there from the train 
as he had crossed India, that "flame of the forest"--forest 
fires. 
Oh, but he was tired! Maybe it wasn't all laziness. 
After all, he had lived pretty hard in the last year or two. 
Preachers always said the harder a man lived, the more he 
came to know the God of life. (Possibly ••• Auntie had lived 
hard, and for pure goodness right through to the core, there 
was none to beat her ••• or Julia? Well, maybe when she 
felt a little better, and was more at home, she'd come into 
her own more. Pretty soon, with the fall work over, he coultl 
spend more time with her. Must be lonesome for her here af-
ter living in cities so long.) 
Where was he? He was thinking about something. • • • • 
Oh, yes, about knowing God. Well, as for that, he couldn't 
say that he knew God any better, for sure, than he did ten, 
twenty, thirty years ago, or even as a child, unless, maybe 
God was different from when you were thinking about him as 
God. 
Anyway, he was way behind with his Bible reading and 
his prayers, and he certainly had not been going to church 
regular since he left Upton for India early last spring. 
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But he guessed God would forgive him for that. 
What was this? His heart was slowing way, way down. 
Was it going to stop altogether? It hurt to draw a decent 
breath, as though he were closed off inside. Strange that 
it didn't frighten him; he should think that it would; if 
his time to die had come, the loss of his own individual 
life didn't seem of great matter so long as God kept on liv-
ing; that was the all-important thing. But there were others 
who still needed him on this earth: 
Breathe light, Warren, breathe light and easy; easy now, 
and you may ride this out; feels serious; don't breathe deep 
yet; easy ••• easy ••• ; cramp on the right; now all acrossl 
Hold on now, don't panic; you're not Prince rearing up at the 
smell of a bear--big black bear on its hind legs. Death? I 
don't want to die--I'm not good yet ••• ; ••• presented fault-
less ••• that ye may be perfect, but I'm not. More time, 
more time, would I be better with more time? I shall fear 
no evil. Good or bad, God loves me. I'm not afraid to be 
dead, it's this dying •••• Life--I never got enough.of it. 
Just the slightest bit of air now, just enough to breathe 
a little. Listen. Is this heart going to make another beat, 
or is it done? If I struggle, I may kill myself--or I may 
save myself, I don't know which. What would 1Nhite do if he 
were here? I don't know. I have to fight to live; my grand-
children, Polly, Julia need me ••• Danny •••• Do I sleep till 
the Last Day, or go on and rise now? 
way home from school. Bobby. Auchl 
Debby should be on her 
Oh-h ••• how do I get 
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out or above the pain? What do they do when a body's half-
drowned? Roll him on his stomach? Try it. 
Warren turned his head, heard his own hoarse gasping 
for breath, then his ears blocked, and the haze over the 
lower meadow rose to crowd in on him, shutting out the light. 
Thick like the brownish cloud bank at sea, it was smothering. 
Then he was lying on the deck of the black-sailed yacht, and 
"The Julie A.", the wild black goose, was bearing him away 
into the dense fog. 
After a long time of standing hitched, Ned became restive; 
something was wrong with his master; what's more, he was hun-
gry. He stomped around and began to neigh. Fann-te, on her 
way home from visiting Julia, climbed the stone wall to see 
what was the trouble. Frightened at the sight of Warren's 
figure slumped a little to one side and motionless, she hur-
ried to try to rouse him. She felt for a pulse; found none. 
His forehead was cool to her touch. A feathered blade of 
grass held beneath his nose showed no movement. Could it 
be that Warren was really dead? Would never revive? Would 
a change of position do any good? She shifted his body to 
lie on the earth, but there was no change in him, so with 
her two hands, she gently shut his mouth, and with her fin-
gers she closed his eyelids over the grey-blue eyes that she 
had so wanted to have look on her with love. Then she sat 
down beside him while she tried to take in the fact that he 
was not alive, would never speak, or breathe, or move again--
never, if she could understand what never meant. She did not 
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cry, having left her crying days behind, but sat talking to 
him. 
Warren, can you hear me one way or another? I love you, 
Warren, same as I always have; crazy and stubborn, you'd say, 
but to me it makes sense, even though it's gone on for a 
life time with little return. The brief times, though, when 
you have been a companion were like stepping into heaven, so 
wonderful and beautiful. One of the few things you ever 
really liked that I did was making these visits to Julia on 
an afternoon or two in the week. Well, you needn't worry, 
Warren, I' 11 take care of her--even though she did first pay 
attention to you when I was foolish enough to confide in her 
that you didn't look at women readily. (Not hard for her to 
guess I had an interest.) But I don't mean she doesn't love 
you, by any means, for I'm sure she does. And I'm glad, now, 
for there's someone to share my own feeling. And I'll take 
care of her, as I just said, as long as she needs me, so you 
can be at peace about that. And some day, maybe not so many 
years from now, either, when you and I are children again, 
playing around God's knees, you will love me, too. 
With this new dream forming in her heart, she touched 
his hand, and went back to tell Julia what had happened. 
A second in which to comprehend what Fannie was saying, 
and Julia was out the door running barefoot down across the 
fields to Warren. It wasn't long before she came dragging 
herself slowly back up the hill, head bowed, and body bent. 
She refused to go back to bed right away, but with a 
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little coaxing Fannie got her into a bathrobe and slippers, 
and urged her to sit down in an old rocker by the kitchen 
window. She was no sooner settled than the telephone rang, 
and Fannie went to answer. It was Polly wanting to know if 
something was the trouble. She had seen Julia coming back 
to the house, and wondered if something had gone wrong. So 
it fell to Fannie to tell her that her father had died sud-
denly. 
"I can't believe it. I'll be right over. Call Dr. 
White while I 1m on the way, will you, Fannie, and see if 
there isn't some chance that he could be revived. 11 
Without stopping to state that it would be useless, 
Fannie did as asked, and while waiting for the others to 
come, went back out of doors to where Warren's body lay, so 
that it would not be there unattended. 
By the time Dr. White came, it was obvious to Polly 
that nothing could be dona. He had no comment to make, but 
simply put an arm around her shoulders. The only order he 
left was for Julia to continue resting in bed, and he did 
caution Fannie and Polly not to let her overdo,or become 
overwrought with the strain and commotion that went with a 
funeral. Under protest, she followed the advice, and let 
the other women carry on the proceedings as they saw best. 
Only the closest friends and neighbors were at the ser-
vice at the house which was kept as quiet as possible in an 
attempt to comply with Dr. White's warning. However, the 
whole town was there for the burial service at the graveyard. 
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There were also several people from neighboring towns. Be-
fore it was over, Mr. Peters, taken with grief, broke down 
and cried with everyone else. 
Fannie, keeping her promise to Warren to look after 
Julia, had remained at the Ames home with her, and stayed 
there that night. The next day Polly came up to talk with 
them. 
"He should have lived another thirty years, should have 
lived to be as old as Aunt Hannah did, n she said, weeping. 
"But Papa just didn't know how to spare himself. Never did." 
Fannie put her arms around her, and held her against 
her breast. 
"Did you ever know of anyone with more decided ways?" 
Polly went on. 
"No, I never did, 11 answered Fannie. 
Polly rested her head against Fannie's shoulder as 
though she might have been an aunt. 
"You know, the only close relatives I have left now are 
my three children." 
Fannie thou;':ht a minute. "Do you ever think of re-
marrying?" she ventured. 
"No, I don't, unless by some unlikely chance, I found 
a man as reliable as Pa." 
"That's understandable," said Fannie with a trace of a 
smile. "Oops! There goes the teakettle boiling over. Let's 
take some tea in where Julia is. There's some sponge cake 
I made last night that can go with it. ! 111 fix it up with 
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some jelly and powdered sugar--that'll be all right for her 
to eat. Poor soul, she's so tired of boiled cereals, and I 
would be, too. But she is showing improvement; the doctor 
said so." 
"She can't stay here alone and untended, though, Fannie. 
She's not well enough for that, and Pa would never forgive 
me if I let her. 11 
"I know. I did ask her to come on down and stay with 
May and me for as long as she liked. My sister's home all 
the time, and she's so mild, they're bound to get along well 
together." 
"What did she say?" 
"Said she'd like to consider it before making a definite 
decision." 
While Fannie went about preparing tea, Polly joined 
Julia in her room. She had never had a good chance in which 
to get to know her stepmother very well, and feeling a little 
uneasy, was more direct than usual in what she found to say. 
It wasn't long before she asked Julia whether she had any 
special plan in mind for the future. 
"Why, yes," answered Julia, observing that Polly's speech 
and manner were much like her father's, "I do." She pushed 
back a black strand of hair from her white forehead. "I'm 
not too eager right now to face my first New England winter 
on a farm up here after years of tropical living in a city. 
The prospect seems somewhat chillyl" she smiled, as she began 
to answer the question. 
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For the first time it struck Polly that Julia had a 
stamina that would have attracted her father. Here she was--
ill (and had been seriously so for months), had lost her hus-
band, and was dependent on the kindness of other people, but 
she had spirit. 
"Of course, I don't know a thing about farming, and 
would be helpless with it, even at my full strength. So the 
obvious and natural thing for me to do is go back into mis-
sionary work of some kind, either home or foreign, and prob-
ably teaching. While Warren was alive, I did have some 
thought of •••• " Julia stopped herself from saying that she 
had had half-an-eye toward being the next minister of the 
church at Upton, but that now with him gone, the place seemed 
too small to hold her. 
However, Polly noticed the change of tone and manner, 
and intuitively gathered some of the import. She, then, held 
her tongue from asking Julia why she had married her father 
if she felt so strange where he was born, lived, and had the 
ways of the place. Checking her irritation, she offered in-
stead an alternative to Fannie's proposal. 
"Would you like to stay at my house this winter? Fannie 
said she would like you to come with her, but if you wouldn't 
mind the commotion of the children •.•• 11 
Julia looked up, eyes flashing of old. "Thank you, dear. 
I think I 111 accept Fannie's invitation. May will be there 
during the day while Fannie is out, and you do have your hands 
full as it is." 
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Polly did not press the matter, but after a minute she 
asked, 
"What are your ideas about the farm?" 
"I don't know. I have no use for it myself, and it 
wouldn't bring anything like its worth if it were sold. It's 
your old home; would you like it?" 
1
'\IIJhy, yes, I would." (The very word sold had been 
shocking to Polly's ears.) "I would like very much to keep 
it to hand on later to the children. That would suit Pa, 
too." 
"You could handle it in the meantime?" 
"Yes. I could manage ••• with Johnnie Peters' help. 
You know, his father and mother are getting along in years, 
and he could provide for them here as long as they live. 
They've no other place to go that I know of. Papa would be 
content with that--except that he'd want you with more for 
yourself. What if a part of the house was set off for you 
to use, to come and ~o from as you like, for as long as you 
wish, and let Johnnie and me carry on the rest of the place?" 
"It would be nice to know I had some place of my own 
to come back to. That's very dear of you, Polly. Perhaps 
by spring we'll know more definitely where we stand." Julia 
was tired, and lay back against her pillow. So Polly took 
her cue to change the subject. 
"I wonder what's keeping Fannie. She was bringing tea." 
She stopped to listen. 110h, I guess the phone rang while we 
were talking, and she's on it." 
356 
The two women were silent a while as Polly rocked back 
and forth looking out of the window toward Aunt Hannah's 
old home, and remembering things past in both houses. After 
a time it occurred to her that she and Julia had somewhat 
in common: they were both teachers, both widows, both much 
alone in the world. She wondered, had Julia at her age been 
in love with her father as she had been once with Harry? 
"Pa was a healthy looking man," she said. "He had a 
beautiful complexion--too nice to be wasted on a man, I used 
to tell him. Of course, being his daughter, I was so used 
to him, I wouldn't know what he looked like to other people. 
He always took it for granted that he was on the homely side." 
Julia looked at her questioningly, and waited for her 
to go on. When she didn't, Julia, herself, picked up the 
theme. 
tti don't know that he was what others call handsome. 
It was his goodness I fell in love with, not his face." 
Polly experienced then a first genuine sympathy for 
Julia. When she was a girl she might not have understood, 
and she wondered now how it happened that she and Julia had 
arrived at the same place in what they could love. Perhaps 
they had more in common than Polly had surmized ••• in some 
earlier suffering possibly. 
Just then, Fannie came in with a tray. "At last! Here 
I am. Tom Little was on the phone, and had quite a lot to 
say." 
"So the deacon and deaconess had business to discuss?" 
asked Julia brightly. 
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"Yes, I should say we did. The big news is that the 
question of the new minister is about settledl" 
"It is!" Julia and Polly exclaimed together, both in-
credulous. 
nyes, it is." Fannie looked well pleased and satisfied. 
"Well, go ahead and tell usl" demanded Polly. 
"All right. It seems with Warren gone, the members of 
the congregation lost some of their confidence, and were more 
ready to settle for someone." 
"Who?" 
"Do you remember, Polly, there was a young fellow here 
some time back who came as a candidate, and that he came and 
went so quietly nobody hardly knew he'd been here until af-
ter he had left? And then everyone thought he might have 
done all right? Well, Tom looked him up, and found that he'd 
been in and out of one pastorate since then, and now it's 
almost a sure thing he 111 come here!" She laughed heartily. 
"What's the joke? 11 asked Polly. 
"Oh, dear, it's so silly--I suppose we had to go through 
what we did until we found out for sure whether we really 
wanted any minister again after Mr. Peters resigned, but 
the way things turned, we're offering this young man now a 
few hundred dollars more a year than when he visited here 
before, and he would have accepted the position then, he 
says, if it had been offered. Isn't fate strange?" 
With tea over, Polly started to go home. "I'll be over 
to see you at Fannie's," she told Julia, and surprising her-
self, she bent to kiss her. "And before then, I'll take 
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Prince and drive you down when you're ready." 
It was nearly dark when Polly started down the hill, 
but at a rise, she could see a golden sea of lowering sunset 
left in the western sky. The fall air was brisk, and she 
found it good to breathe, but cool, so she walked fast as 
she thought over her visit. 
"I don't think Pa would take to our calling him good so 
much. He'd say he was just himself, and so he was." 
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